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SCENE, The City of Palermo in Sicily. 


| Mits Budgell. 


To His Rovar HiGHN ESS 
FREDENTCHE 


PrINCEe of  W ALES. 


SIR, 


TAHE ionour Your Rov At, Hiou- 
1 erss has done me ia the Protection 
you Was plealed to gwe to this Tragedy, 
emboldcts inc ti laß it now at your Feet 
a; d beg your Pe; a 1 to publiſh it under 
voor Royal P Patronage. The favouring and 
hogs & of Letters has been, in all Ages 

and Con Ut: rie „ e. "ut nouſhing Mark of 


a creat Pii.Ce 3 ar} mat with good Rea- 
fon, not on y as it ſnev's a Juſinets of Taſte 


Mo. 1 


and Elevation of iind, put as the Iuflu— 
ee of tuch a Protection, by exciting gol 
Writers to labour with mute Emulation in 
the Improvement of their ſeveral Falents, 
not 2lintle contitbutes tothe Embelliſhment 
and Ir.ftruction of Society. Pur of all the 
dificrent Species of Writing, none has ſuch 
an Efic& upon the Lives and Manners of 
Men, as the Dramatick; and therefore 
4 hat of ail others moſt deterves the Atten- 
tion of Wige who, by a judicious Ap- 
probation of ſuch Picces as tend to promote 
all Public and Private Virtues, may, more 

than by any c cocicive N. le thods, ſecure the 
Purity of the Stage, and in Conſequence 
thercof greatly a advance the Morals ard 
A 2 Polite- 


DEDICATION, 


Politeneſs of their People. How eminently 
Your Roy aL Hicyx+ss has alwaysextend- 
ed your Favour and Patronage to every Art 
and Science, and in a particular Manner 
to Dramatic Performances, is too well 
known to the World for me to mention it 
here. Allow me only to with, that what 
have now the Honour to offer Your Roy- 
al Hicuxtess may be judged not unwor- 
thy of your Protection, at leaſt in the 
Eentiments which it inculcates. A warm 
and grateful Senſe of your Goodneſs to me 
makes me deſirous to ſeize every Occa- 
ſion of declaring in Public, with what 
Reipect and dutiful Attachment, J am, 


SIX, 
Your Row Al. HionxkEss's 
Moſt obliged, 
Moſt obedient, and 


Aft deviated Servant, 


James Thcmſcn. 


— 


FROLO©UUDU EE 


OLD :#s the Man, wh-, in this nicer Ae, 
Preſumes to tr: ud the chaſle cus rect. d Stage. 

Nov, with gay tinſ/cl Arts. hs can more 
Conceal the Il ant Ig Nature's ſtir i 2 Ore. 
Our Stells are wanijn'd, linde our ma ic WMeand, 
That u;'d Fs ar aft you CV. £4 art L ind. 
Before cur Light the Friry Pope fi 
The Demons jy 4% Chijt ttiif is laid; 
In d din f murtial Scene the int e, 
JG mi hey P rompter Lund "ut 19 Arm,, 

The Floy houſe Pfr clatteriig fr m far, 
The ciole-Wid; "da B. ttle , ana i e Din: F } * ar. 
Nau, even the Senate ſeldom are c nviens ; 
The warning Fathers nid behind te Verne. 
Wh Taſte , jos the glitterin 27 e Sub.cme, 
To figh in en. a and Gig in E. 15 "M2. 
High Rant 7s ent. t id frem his Gall: ry ! [ bi 01 E 3 
D. ſcrif tion, Dreams nay Simili:s are rs 
l hat jr all we thin? to pleaſe you hd deviſe ? 
Whoſe T ud, nunt fits not in your Ears and Eyes. 
Thrice bappy ! could We catch great SHAKESPEAK's Art, 
To trace the drep Receſſes of the Heart ; 
Hi; imple plain Sublime, ta ar hich is 3:yen 
To jirike the Soul with darted Flame from Heaven 
Could we atvoke /oft OT WAV“ tender Woe, 
The Pomp of Virſe and golden Lincs of Rowe. 

Ie ts our Hearts appty : let them attend; 
Betrre th ir filent can $31 Bar ae bend. 
I; warm'd ther liften, tis our 1 Praiſe ; 
If cold, thry wither all the Muje's Bayes. 


E PII. 66 U 


Spoken by Miſs Bu p GEL. 


Ramm d to the Throat with æubaleſame moral 4 'uff, 
Aus] paar Audience * you have had encugh, 
Was ever h pleſs Hernine of a Play 
In ſuch a pitecus P. ig hit as cars To-diy ? 2 


F 


IF 2; ever af ry % hy Love betray'd 

Natel rh ith tro H 11/0, td ,, — dic a Maid, 
But th fs mc -- ba / Scud are the /e 1 hear — 
Jet te . GC AUE he N (SFptar. 


The Back- Scence opens and diſcovers a romantic 
Silean Lanuſcape; trom which Mrs. Cisges, in 
the Character of the VRAGIC MUSE, advan- 
ces fivwly to Bluſie, and ſpeaks the following 
Linss. 


* 1 —. 5 P 
Floree æritł your fitpant Ejiln-ue, that trics 
J Wye the i: 42A. 2066 97" BatrisH Es; 
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at gare my moral Tragt: ane, 
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ure del the tender, oft ab, 1f fy Loves ; 
Mere Shades of Heroes raam, each mighty Name, 
nl court my Ad to rije again to Fame; 

{3 zen come, to Free m' nobleft Seat, 

Aud in BrrTaxx1a fix my lajl Retreat. 

J Greece and Rome, I watch'd the public Neal; 

1h: purpled Tyrant tremb/ed at my Steel: 
Har did 1 leſs ver private Sorrows reign, 

And mend the melting Heart with ſofter Pain. 
Oz France and You then roſe my bright” ning Star, 
IT ith Facial Ray—7 he ARTS arenter at Iar. 
O, as your Fire and Genius ron er blaze, 
As yours are gener us Freedom's bolder Lays, 
Let not the Gallick Fafte leave jour, behind, 
Ii dicens Manners and in Lisi e + 
Banijh the matley Mae, to toy law Ferfe, 
The laughing Ballad to the 1m" % E He arſe. 
When thro five Ads your Hearts hawe earl to glow, 
Touch'd with the ſacrid Farce of hb neft Wee 
O Ke the dear Impriffion un your Bret, 

Vor idly boſe it for à weretched Fe“ 


Tancred and Stgifmunda, 


A 


V & SS & D-X- 


ACTI. SCENE I 


S1GISNUNDA, Late 


S1GISMUNDA. 
3 \ H fatal © © ich! The Ning 
Then teme his lat Moments? 
Laura. S's v'. Station, 


Sig The 2 of thiſ: diſtinguiſed by their 
Bu by ther X tut more, aware es the Mind 
To iblemi Dr: id, and ſtrikes a ſacidening Awe: 
Not thir grieve for them, but for our ſelves, 
Left to t oil of Life And yet the beſt 
Are by, pla, ſul Children of this World, 


At «nc Sot. as the) ha never been. 
I. laid — -he Heart is ſometimes charg'd 
Wi; -ophetiic 5a-incls, Such, m2thinks, 


Now 75 on mine. The King's approaching Death 
Sug, + thouſand Fears What'Froubl-s thence 
May © u the State once more into Confuſion, 
Wi: ſudden Changes in my Father's Houſe 
May ritz, and part me from my deareſt 7arcred, 
Atarm Ny Thought. 
| £ Le The bears of Love-ſick as 

Per\ erde buſy to torment ittelt. 

But be aſſur'd, your Father” s ſteady Friendſhip, 
Join'd to a certain Genius, that commande, 

Not knecls to Fortune, will ſupport and cilerick, 
Here in the public Eye of Sci, 

This— !“ may call him —his adepted Son, 
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The noble Tancrid, form'd to all his Virtues. 

Sig. Ah form'd to charm his Daughter —This fair 
Has tempted far the Chace. Is he nut yet \ Morn 
Return'd ? 

Laurn. No - When your Father to the King, 
Who nw expiring lies. was call'd in Haſte, 

He ſent excn Way ms Meffengers to find him; 
Wich ſuch a Look of Ardour and Impatience, 
As it thw near Event was to Count Tarcred 
Ot more Importance than | comprehend. 

Sig. There bes, my Laura, o'er my Tancred's Birth 
A Cloud [ cannui pierce. With princely Colt, 
Nav, wich Reipect, u hich oft I have obſerv'd, 
Stealing at ties ſubmitlive o'er his Features, 

__ Leutnants Woods my Father rear'd this Youth— 

\ Woods! where firſt my artleſs Bulom learnt 
1 ne Sighs oft Love. —He gives him cut the Son 
Ot an old Friend, a Baron of Hulia, 

Who in the late Cruſado bravely fell. 

But then 'tis ſtrange ; is all his Family 

As we.l as Father dead? and all their Friends, 
Except my Sire, the generous good Srffreds ? 

Had he a Met: er, Sitter, Prothor left, 

The laſt Remain of Kindred, with what Pride, 
What Rapture, might they fly o'er Earth and Sea, 
To claim this riſing Honour of their Blood! 

This bright Unknown! this all-accompliſh'd Youth ? 
Who charms—tvo much—the Heart of Sigi/munda / 
Laura, perhaps your Brother knows him better, 
The Friend and Partner of his frecſt Hours. 

What ſays Rode/phe Docs he truly eredit 

This Story of h.s Birth? 

Laura. He has lometimes, 

Like you, his Doubts; yet, when maturely weigh'd, 
Believes it true. As for Lord Tancred's Self, 

He never entertain'd the ſlighteſt Thought 

That verg'd to Doubt; but oft laments his State, 
By cruel Fortune fo ill-pair'd to yours. 

Sig. Merit like his, the Fortune of the Mind, 
Beggars all Wealth—Then to your Brother, Laura, 
He talks of me? 


Laura, 


isis a dd 02 


Laura. Of nothing elſe. Howe'er 

The Falk begin, it ends with ga. 
Their Morning, Necon-tide, and their Evening Walls 
Are full of you; and all the Woods of Zimunt 
Inamour'd with vour ame xk 

Sig. Away, my Friend; 

Yeu thtter— yet the dear Deluſion charms. 

J. ura. No, 0221 Mund-s, is the ſtricteft Truth, 
Nor halt the Truth, I tell vou. Even with Fondncis 
My Brother talks for ever or the Palion, 

That fires young Tancred's Breatt. So muc' ic trikes 
him, 

He praitcs Lowe a5 if he were a Lover, 

He blames he falſe Purſuits of vagrant Youth, 

Calls them gzy Fully, a miſtaken Struggle 

Againſt beit-judging Nature. Heaven, he tavs, 

In laviſli Bounty fort the Heart tor Love; 

In Love included all the finer Segus 

Oc Honour, Virtue, Fri: emal. ip, pureſt Elis 

Sig. Virtuons Rad: iph: 

Laura. Ihen his picaſing Theme 
He varies to the Praiſes of your Lover 

Sig. And what, my Loura, ſays he on that Suess? 

l aura. He ſays that, tho lie were wt nob!y burn, 
Nature has form'd him no ble, generous, brave, 
Truly megnani. nous, and warinty torning 
Whatever ears the finzileſt Taint of Baſzneh : 
"That every Virtue is his on; 
Not lcarnt by painful Labour, but inſpir'd, 
Implanted in his Seu) Chlneily one Charm 
He in liie graceful Chatacter oblerves: 
That tho” his Paſſions burn with h'gh Impatience, 
And ſometimes, from a noble Heac of Nature, 
Are ready to fly off, yet the lcaſt Chuck 
Of ruling Reaſon brings them back to Lemper, 
And gentle Softneſé. 

Sig. True! O trac, Nedalpbe !“ 
Bleſt be thy kindred Worth for loving his 
He is all Warmth, all amiabic Fire. 
All quick heroic Ardor! temper'd i: ft 
With Gentlencts of Heart, and maniy Reaſon! 
It Virtue were to wear 2 human Form, 

A 5 To 
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10 light it wich her Dignity an] Flame, 
Ii hen tutten!} ng mix her Smiles aud tender Graces, 
On loc wou'd chuſe the Portion of my 1 ancrid / 
Go en, my Friend, go on, and ever praile him; 
Ihe Su5;cit knows no Bouads, nor can I tire, 
While my Brealt trembles to that ſwecteſt Muſick ! 
i hc Heart of Woman taſtes no truer Joy, 
[5 never flattr'd with ſuch dear Enchantment 
lis more than ſelfiſh Vanity — as when 
dne hvars the Praiſes of the Man ſhe love 
aura. Madam, your Father comes. 


S CE N.E- U. 


SIFFREDI, StGISMUXDA, Lavkai. 

Siffr. [To an Attendant as he enters.) Lord 7 ancrea 

Is Fund? [then 
te ud. My Lord, he quick! 'Y will be he TC. 

[ trarce could keep before him, tho? he bid me 
Speed on, to ſay he would attend your Orders. 

©, "Tis well—retire—You, too, my Daughter, 

leave me. 


i277. Igo, my Father But how fares the King? 
fr. He is no marc. Gone to that av ful S "big 
Where Kings the Crown wear on!, ct their v! f 


N. g. How bright muſt then be his ?—This treo! i 
is ſudden; 

il» was this Morning well, when to the Chace 

Ford Tancred went? 
ir. is true. But at his Years 

Death g:1cs ſhort Netice Droopin 8 Nature then, 
Without a Grit of Pain to _ it, tells 

1: iis Death, my Danghcer, was that happy Period 
Which fen attain. The Dues of hi; Day 

Were all d iſcharg A, and 87 atefully enzoy 'a 

It's nodleſt Elellie“ £53 calm :.: Evening Skie 

Was his pu. Mind, and 4 St ted 5 5 with Hope 

i hat open Hicaven; when, tor his lad long Sleep 


Timely picgar'd, a Lalſitade of Life, 
A pleaung Wearincts ot mortal Joy, 


Fell on his Soul, and down he fun! to Reſt. 
—_— 
O may my Death be ſuch! lle but dne Will 


Lett 


SITIGI1ISNM UND: A. 1 1 


Left unfulfill d, which was to ire Count: rr 


Sigi. To fee Count Tancreid / 
Lord 
S Jr. For wii my Daugher?— But with fac 
Em ion, 
Why did yca ſtart at Mention of: Count Tancred? 
Sigi“. Nothing — only hop* the uy ing King 
Migat mean to mme tome generou just Srortton 


f 1 Y Mm, i, ö 
For thts your worthy Chairs this nobe Orphan. 


© %\ 1 
1 * . % % * 4% * ſl 
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Slerztot alu. 

Al) Donhts are but toy true — If theſe cid Eve: 
Can trace th: la. ks ut Love. a mut un! Paton 
Has ſcz'd, 1 fear, my Dauglmer and this Prince 
My Sovereign nw—Shuud it bet! An there, 
There lurks a brooding Tempeit, that may make 
My long-cocerted Scheme, to ſette tm 

Ihe public eee Ke ad Keifare, which the King 


| Has mad. tl P* U. lc: it E. ſis 07 His l 


Away! unuorthyVirwe! you ſhail not temp me! 
Nor Interctk nor Ambition mall luce 
My fixt Ret FO er: the ſcltiih Thought, 

Which our own Gout preiers to that oft Mons --» 
He come — — mi Rin gouncontoione of he octun” 


ße . 


Tac: Dp, Stra. 

Tanc. My Lo.d eu, in your Links J read, 
Lan, the moucatul News that iy abroad 
Fiom To "4 ur io 1] Bgut—- vc TACNR. 45 alt, have 101 
The 9⁰⁰ 010 Kir. g. 

er. V2, .% e have Toft a Father! 
The grea: et ! l laren dein on Xfortals 
And ſeldom found among the: Wikis ef Tune, 
A good, a wor . King SET me, my [ancr.1, 
And. I will tell tact, in 2 Verds, 
How he eicrv'd that brit 1 er Iitle. 
Tis noughit comp.cx, *Us cal as Flt aud Vitus. 

| It: 
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He lov'd hizsPeople, deem'd them all his Children; 
The Good exalted and deprets'4 the Bad. 
He ſpurn'd the flattering Crew, with Scorn rejected 
Their ſmooth Advice that only means themfclves, 
Their Schemes to aggrandize him into Baſeneſs: 
Nor did he lets diſddain the ſecret Breath, 
The whitper'd Tale, that blights a virtuous Name. 
He tought alone the Good of thoſe, for whom 
He was enttuſted with the ſovereign Power: 
Well knowing that a People in their Rights 
And Induſtry protected, living tate 
Beneath the ſacred Shelter of the Laws, 
FEncourag'd in their Genius, Arts and Labours, 
And happy each as he himſelf deſerves, 
Are ne'er ungrateful. Wich unſparing Hand 
hey will fer him provide: their filial Love 
And Contilence are his unfailivg Treaſure, 
And every honet Man his faithtul Guard. 
T. rc. A gencral Face of Grief o'crſpreads the Citv. 
| martk'd the People, as I hi:her came, 
In Crowds aſlembled, ſtruck with filent Sorrow, 
An! pouring forth tlie nobleſt Praiſe of Tears. 
Thote, whem Remembrance of their former Woes. 
And long Experience of the vain Bllutions 
Or vyourhfui Hope, had into wite Content 
And f-ar of Change corrected, wrung their Hands, 
And often caſting up their Eyes to Heaven, 
Gave Sign of ſad Conjecture. Others ſhew'd, 
A:thwart their Grief, or real or affected, 
A Gleam of Expectation, from what Chance 
And Change might bring. A mingled Murmur run 
Along the Streets; and, from the lonely Court 
Of him who can no more afhiit their Fortunes, 
L few the Courtier-Fry, with cager hatic, 
Alt hurrying to Conſtantia. 
SF. Noble Youth; 
{ joy to hrar from thee thete juſt Reflections, 
9orthy of riper Years But it they ſcek 
Conſtantia, truſt me, they miſtake their Courſe. 
Tarc. How ! Is ſhe not, my Lord, the late King's 
Heir te the Crown of Sicih? the laſt [ Siſter, 
Ot our fam'd Noaman Line, and now our Queen ? 


Sif 


a mathe A r & $9-4.7 


( 
| 
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* 


Si. Tarcred, tis true; ſhe is the late King's Siſter, 
The jvle turviiing Ofispring ot that Tyrant 
Willtam the Bud ſo tor his Vices ſtil'd; 


W ho tpilt much noble Blood, and tore oppreſs'd 
Th' exhauſteu, Land: whence grievous Wars arole, 
And many a dire Cenvulhton thook the State. 
When He, whote Death S:c:#2 mourns to Day, 

W illiam, who has, and well deterv'd, the Name 
Ot Geed, ſucceeching to his Father's Throne. 
Reliev'd his Country's Wocs- But to return 
She is the late King's iſter, born ſome Months 
After the Tyrant's Death, but not next Heir. 

Tauc. You much turprice me— May I then preſume 
To atk who is? 

Si. Come nearer, Tancred, 

Son of my Care! I muit, on this Occaſion, 

Contuit thy genzreus Heart ; which, when conducted 
By Rrctitude of Mind and honeit Virtues, 
Gives better Counſel than the hoary Head ! 
Inen know, there lives a Prince, here in Palermo, 
The lincal Off-pring of our famuus Heroec, 

Roger the Firit. 

Janc. Great Heaven l- How far remov'd 
From that our mighty Founder? 

iff. His great Grandſon: 

Sprung from his eldeſt Sun, who died untimely, 
Betore his Father. 

Tanc. Ha! the Prince you mean 
Is he not Manfreds Son? The generous, brave, 
Unhappy Manfred! whom the Tyrant HiUlam, 

You juſt now mention'd, not content to ſpoil 
Of his paternal Crown, threw into Fetters, 
And intamouſly murder'd. 

SF. Yes the ſame. 

Tanc. By Heavens! I joy to find our Norman Reign, 
The Light of Earth amidſt theſe barbarous Ages! 
Yet rears its Head; and thall not, from the Lance, 
Paſs to the fecble Diftaff-——-But this Prince 
Where has he lain concea!'d ? 

Si F. The late good King, | 
By noble Pity mov'd, contriv'd to fave him 
From his dire Father's unrelenting Rage; 


Ang 
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And had him rear'd in private, as became 
His Birth and Hope, with high and Princely Nurture. 
Till now, too young to rule a trouble] State, 
By Civil Broils moſt miſerably torn, 
He in his ſafe Retreat has lain conceal; 
His Birth and Fortune to iniſelf unknown; 
But when the dying King '0 me en truſtect, 
As to the Chancellor of h. Realm, his Will, 
His Succeſtor he nam'd him. 
Tenc. Happy Youth ! 
He then will Cy his Father's Fore, 
O'er haughty O/mrd, and the Tyrant, 8 _ rhter. 
S. F. Ay. That is v hit Lercad- that Heer of Youth; 
There lurk „I fear, Perdit ion to the State. 
I dread the Horr rs of rk niled Wer: 
Tho' dead, the | vrant ft. is to be f. a; d; 
His Daughter's Party foll is ftrong, au namecaus: 
Her . — Earl 05 "4d, * Ut abe f wt. 
Experiene &d, brave, high-born, of m gh'y 3 22 
Het ter the Prince and r inceſs ſhould dy 2 irriage 
Unite their Friends, their [ntereit and their Cum: 
Then will the Peace and Welfare of the Land 
On a fem Baſis rite. 
T anc. My Lord Sr. di, 
It by myt-it Lof this Prince may ju ge, 
That Scheme will ſcarce ſuccecd Hur prudlent Age 
In vain will counſel, if the Heart forbid it 
But wherefore frar? The Right is clearly his; 
And, under your Direction, with each lan 
2; Worth, and ſte falt Loy aity to back 
At once the King's Appointment and tis Birthright, 
There is no Ground tor Fcar. They live 
A ga. inſt the aſtoniſn'd Sons of Vie! nee. 
ho fight with awtul Juſtice on cher >: 12, 
All $:a1z will rouze, all faithfu! Hear to 
Will range themſelves around Prince Maied's Son. 
For me, I here devote me to the Service 
Of this young Prince ; I every Drop of Blood 
Will loſs with Joy, with 'Tra:ſport, in lis Cauſe— 
Pardon my Wearmth—but That, my Lord, will never 
To this Deciſion come — Then find the Prince; 


Loſec not a Moment to awaken in him 
The 
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Ihe Royal Soul. Perhaps he now deſponding 
Pines 1n a Corner, and laments his Fortune ; 
That in the narrow Boundsof private Life 
He mutt contine his Aims, thoſe ſwelling Virtues 
V hich from his noble Father he inherits. 
ie, Perhaps, regardicls, in the common Bane 
Of Youth h« melts, in Vanity and Love, 
Bu: it the Sceds of Virtue glow within him, 
I will awake a higher Senſe, a Love 
That gratps the Loves and Happ.ncfs cf Xlillions. 
Tenc. Why that Surmile? Or thouldhe love, \ S fred:, 
I doubt not, it is nobly » 'W hich will ra 1: 
And animate his Virtue: O permit me 
To plead the Cauſe of Youth — heir Virtus oft, 
In Pleatuie's ſott Enchantment lull'd a while, 
Forgets itſelf; it fI:eps and gayly dreams, 
Jill great Occaſton rouſe it: Ihen all Flame, 
It walls abroad, with heighten! d Soul and Vi ;gour : 
An by the Change aſtonithes the World. 
Even with a kind of Sympathy, I feel 
The Joy that waits this Prince; when ail the Powers, 
Ih cxpanding Heart can wiſh, of doing God, 
W htztever fwells Ambition, or exalts 
The human Soul into divine Emotions, 
All crowd at once upon him. 
S, Fr. Ah, my 1 arcred, 
Notning fo caſy as in Speculation, 
And at a Diitance ſcen, the Courſe of Honour, 
A fair delightful Champian ftrew'd with Flowers. 
But when the Practice comes; when our fond Palllons, 
Pleaſure and Pride and Self Indulgence throw 
Their magic Duſt around, the Protpect roughens: 
Then dreasful Paſles, craggy Mountains riſe, 
Cliffs to be ſcal'd, and Torrents to be ſtemm'd; 
Thien Toit enſuss, and Perſcreranc ſt: rn; 
And endlefs Combats with our groiler Senſe, 
Okt loit, and fe renew'd ; and generons Pain 
For other felt; and, harder Leſſon Mill ! 
ur honeſt Bliſs fer others ſacrific'd; 
An all the rugged Taft of Virtue quails 
The ſtouteſt Heart of common KReſolution. 
Few got abyvc this turbid Scene of Strue, 


Few 
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Few gain the Summit, breathe that pureſt Air, 
That heavenly E. her, which uniruubled ſees 
The Storm. of Vice and Pailion rage below. 

Tanc. Moſt true, my Lord. But why thus augure Ill? 

Yo ſcem to doubt this Prince. I know him not. 
Yet oh, methinks, my Heart could anſwer for him! 
The juncture is t© high, fo ſtrong the Gale 
Thot blows from Heav'n, as thro' the deadeft Soul 
Might breathe the gudli ke E nergy of Virtue. 

Si. Hear him, immortal Shades of his great Fa- 
Forgive me, Sir this Trial of yuur Heart. { thers !— 
Thou! Thou art he! 

Tanc. Siffreat ! 

Siff. Tancrid. thou! 

Thou art the Man, of all the many Thouſands, 
That toil upon the Botom of this itle, 

By Heaven elected to command rhe Reit, 

To rule, protect them, and to make them happy ! 

Tanc. Manfred ray Father! I the laft © upport 
Cf the fam'd Norman Line, that awes the World! 

[! who this Morning wander'd forth an Orphan, 
Out-caſt of all but Thee my ſecond Father! 

Thus call'd to Glory! to the firſt great Lot 

Of human Kind :—O wonder works: „g HAND 
That, in majeſtic Silence, (ways at will 

The mighty Movements of rnvounded Xatme; 

O grant me, HEAVEN, che Virtucs to ſuſtain 
This awful Burden of fo many Heroes! 

Let me not be exalted into Shame, 

Set up the worthleſs Pageant of vain Grandeur! 
Meantime I thank the Juſticg of the King, 

Who has my Right bequeatli'4 me. Ilice, Siffreds, 
I thank thee—O I ne'er enoug! can thank Thee! 
Yes, thou haft been—thou art —ſu alt be my Father 
Thou ſhalt direc dt my unexpericnc'd Ycars, 

Shalt be the ruling Head, and I the Hand. 

Si F. It is enough for me—to ite my Sovereign 
Aſſert his Virtues, and maintain his Honour. 

Tanc. I think, my Lord, you faid the King com- 
To you his Will. I hope it is not clogg'd {mitted 

With any baſe Conditions, any Claute, 

To tyrannize my Heart, and to Conſtantia 
Enflave 
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Enſlave my Hand devoted to another. 
Tice hin you juft now gave of that Alliance, 
Yeu mult imag ne wakes my Fear. But know, 
In this alone 1 vill not bear Diſpute, 
Nut even trum the, Sifredi! Let the Council 
be tiraight aſſemoled, and the Win there open'd: 
Th: nc tine peedy Oꝛiders to convene, 
his Day cer Nom, the Senate. v here thoſe Barons, 
Who now arc in Falerms, will attend, 
To pay thr ready Hormag. to their King, 
Their r:ghttu; King, who claims his native Crown, 
And will noi be a King by Deeds and Parchments. 
& ff. I go, ry Liege. But once again permit me 
To tell you ——YNow, now, is th: tiying Criſis, 
That mutt determine of your futu;e Reign, 
O with heroic Rigour watch your Heart ! 
And to the Sovereign Duties of the King, 
Tix unequall'd Pl-atares of a God v1 Earth, 
Submit the common Joys, the common Pallions, 
Nay, even the Virtues of the private Man. 
Tanc. Of that no more. They not oppole, but aid, 
Invigorate, cherith, and rewar each other. 
The kind all-ruling WISDOM is no Tyrant. 


SCE NE V. 


TANCRED alone. 
Now, generous S6:27/manda, comes my Turn, 
To tkew my Love was not of thine unworthy, 
Wien Fortune bade ine bluſh to look to thee. 
But what is Fortunc to the With of Love? 
A miterable Bankrupt ! O 'tis por. 
"Fis ſcanty all, whatc'er we can beſtow! 
The Wealth of Kings is Wre:-chednels and Want! 
Qu ck, let me find her! taſte that highett Joy, 
Ih' exalted H-cart can know, the mixt Effuſion 
Ot Gratitude and Love! Behold the comes ! 


SCEN E VI. 


Taxcakb, SIGISMUNDA. 
Taue, My fluttering Soul was all on Wi ing to find thee, 
My Love ! My Sigmund 


C ig · 
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Sigiſ. O my Tancred ! 
Tell me, what means this My ſtery and Gloom 
That lowrs around ? Juſt now, involv'd in Thought 
My Father ſho ach wart me—You, my Lord, 
Scem ſtrangely mov'd I tear ſome dark Event 
From the King's Death to trouble our Repolz, 
That tender Caim we in the Woods of Bulnmant 
So happily enjoy'd—Explain this Hurry, 
What means it? Say. 

Tanc. It mcans that we are happy! 
Beyond our mott romantick Wiſhes, happy! 

87:7/. You but perplex me more. 

7 anc. It means, my Fancſt, 
That thou art Que en of Stcrly; and L 
The happieſt of Minkind! than Monarch more ! 
Becauic with Thee I can adora my Throne. 
Manfred, who fell by Tyrant Hiiliam's Rage, 
Fam'd Poger's lincai Ifſtc, was my Father, 


LPauſing 

You droop, my Love: dejected on a ſudden; 
You ſeem to mourn my Fortune— Fae ſoft Tear 
Springs in thy Eye O let me Kills it off — 
Why this, my Sig:i/muna ? 

Sigi. Royal Tancred, 
None at your glorious Fortune can like me 
Rejoice ; - yet me alonc, of all $:c/tans, 
It makes unhappy. 

Tanc. I ſhould hate it then! 
Should throw, with Scorn, the ſplendil Ruin from me! 
No, Szzi/munda, tis my Hope veich thee 
Jo ſhare it, whence it draws it's richeſt Value. 

Sig. You are m Sovereign — Lat humbie diſtance 

Tanc. 'V nou art my Queea! theSovareignof my Soul! 
You never reign'| with fuch trump aint Luſt c, 
Such winning Charm as now; yet, thou art itil] 
The dear, the tener, generous C21 /munda / 
Who, with a Heart exalted far above 
Thoſe ſelfich V.cws that charm the common B-:aſt. 
Stoop'd from the Height of Lit: an! courted Beauty 
Then, then, to love me, when I f:2n1' of Fortune 
The hopeleſs Outcaſt, when I hail no F:jen i, 
None to protect and own me, but th, Father. 


An 1 


— 


28582 


—— 
— * 


a. WA AP AO — — 


„ 


e! 


SIGISMUNDA 19 


1 


And woulll'ſt thou claim all G»odncls to thytelf? 


Canſt chou thy 7 aro deem fo dully form'd, 
Ot tuch gre 15 Clay, juſt as I reach the . 
A Point my wilden Hopes could never image 
In chat great Mument, full of every Virtue, 
That I H.ould then to main a Traitor prove 
Fo ti: beit Blits and Honour of Mankind, 
do much diſgrace the human Heart, as then 
For the dead Form of Flatter) and Pomp, 
Ine faiihilets Joys of Courts, to quit kind Truth, 
1 he cordial Sweets of Friendſhip and of Love, 
The L'te of Life! My All, my Sgijmund. ! 
I coul4 upbraid thy Fears, call thein unkind, 
Cruel, unjuſt, an Outrage to my Hcart, 
Did they not ſpiing from Love. 
Sg. Think not, my Lord, 
That to ſucli vulgar Lean deſcend. 
Your Heart, I knows, dite 1 the little Thouglit 
Or cranging 17 WITH tile vain e 5 Change 
Of Cireumitance and 3 Rather thence 
It would, with riſing Ardor, greatly feel 
A noble Pride to ſhew itſeif the fame. 
But, ah! the Hearts of Kings are not their own; 
T acre is a haugaty Duty that ſubſeds them 
Jo Chains cf State, to wed the public Welfare, 
And not indulge the tender private Virtn-s. 
Some high-deſcended Princeſs who will bring 
New lower and In.ereit o your Throne, demands 
Your Roe Hind — perhaps Conſtantia. 
anc. She! 

O name her nut! Were I this Moment free, 
And diſengag'e as he who never felt 
Ihe powertui Eye of Beauty, never ſigh'd 
For maichl:f> Worth like hs l 1 ul abhor 
All 'Thoughs of that Alliance. Her fo!} Farther 

loft baſciy munder'd mne; an! ie, the Daughter, 
SUurpporte by his barbarous Faity will, 
H.s Pride inherits, nis umperious Spirit, 
And intolent Pretenſions tomy Th 
And canft thou deem me then ſo 5 tame, 
So cool a Traitor to my Father's Bod, 
As from the prudent Cowardice of State. 
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E'er to ſubmit to ſuch a baſe Propoſal ? 

Deteſted Thought! O doubly, doubly hateful ! 
From the two ſtrongeſt Paſſions; from Averſion 

To this Conſtantia and from Love to Thee. 
Cuſtom, 'tis true, a venerable Tyrant, 

O'zr ſervile Man exten. is her blind Dominion: 

The Pride of Kings enilaves them; their Ambition, 
Cr Intereſt, lords it o'er the better Pailions. 

But vain thei Tak, miſk'd under tpecious Words 
Of Station, Duty, and of Public Good: 

They whom juſt Heaven has to a Throne exalted, 
To guard the Rights and Liberties of others, 

What Duty binds them to betray their own | ? 

For me, my freeborn Heart ſhall bear no Dictates, 
But thoſe of Truth and Honour: wear no C hains, 
But the dear Chains of Love and S- n. 

Or ut indeed my Choice muſt be directed 

Dy Views of Public Good, whom ſhall I chuſe 

So fit to grace, to dignify a Crown, 

And beam ſweet Mercy on a happy People, 

As Thee, my Love? whom place upon my 'Throne 
But Thee, deſcended from the good Sir, 

fis fit that Heart be th: ne, which drew from him 
Whate'er can make it u orthy thy Acceptance. 

Sig. Ceaſe, ceaſe, to raiſe my Hopes above my Duty. 
Charm me no more, my Tancred! O that we 
In thoſe bleft Woods, where firſt you won my Soul, 
Had paſs d our gentle Days; far from the Toil 
And Pump of Courts! Such is the With cf Love; 
Of Love, that, with delightful Weakneſs, kuyws 
No Bliſs and no Ambition but itſelf. 


But, in the World's ful! Light, thoſe charming Dreams, 


Thaſe tond Illuſions vanith. Awful Duties, 

The Tyranny of M-n, even your own Heart, 

Where lurks a Senſe your Pailion ftities now. 

And proud imperious Honour, call you from me. 

"Tis all in vain you cannot huſh a Voice 

That murmurs here [ muſt not be perſuaded! 

T anc. [Anecling.] Vicar me, thou Soul of all my 

Hopes and Wiſhes! 

And witneſs, Heaven! 
Joy! 


Prime Source of Love and 


Not 
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Not a whole warring World combin'd againſt me; 
It's Pride, it's Splendor, it's impoſing Forms, 
Nor Intereſt, nor Ambition, nor the Face 
Of ſolemn State, nor even thy Father's Wiſdom, 
Shall ever ſhake my Faith to Sigi/munaa ! 

[7 rumpets ard Acclamations heard. 
But, hark! the Public Voice to Duties calls me, 
Which with unweary'd Zral I will diſcharge; 
And Thou, yes Thou, ſhalt be my bright Reward— 
Yet——erclsg» to huſh thy lovely Fears, 
Thy delicate Objectionso [writes his Name. 
Take this Blank, 
Sign'd with my Name, and give it to thy Father: 
Tell him 'tis my Comme ns, it be fiil'] up 


With a moſt ſtriet and folemn Marriage-Contract. 


How dear cach Tie! how charming «© my Soul! 
That more unites me to my Sigiſmunda. 


For thee, and for my People's Good to live, 
Is all the Bliſs which ſovereign Pow'r can give. 


1 


SIFFREDI algne. 
O far 'tis well— The lace King's Will proceeds 
Upon the Plan I counſci'd; that Prince T ancred 
Shall make C-r/lartia Partner of his Throne. 
O great, O wiſh'd Event! whence the dire Seeds 
Of dark intettine Broils, of Civil War, 
And ali its dreadful M:tcrics and Crimes, 
Shall be for ever rooted from the Land. 
May th-fe dim Eyes, long blafted b, the Rage 
Of cruel Faction and my Country's Woes, 
14 with the Toils and Vanities of Lite, 
Behold this Period, then be clos'd in Peace! 
But hew this mighty Obſtacle turmount, 
W hich Love has thrown betwixt ? Love that diſturbs 
Th- schemes of Wiſdom ſtill; that wing'd with 
ralllon, 


Blind 
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Blind and impetucus im it's fond Purſuits, 

Leaves ihe'gr ey-headou Reaf'en far behind, 

Alas! how trail the State of human Bliſs; 

When even cur hon ſt Patiuns of. deſtroy it. 

I was to blame, in Solitude and Shades, 

Infectious Scenes! to truit their youthtul Hearts. 
Would I had mark'd the riftng Flame! that now 
Burns cut with «< an gerous Furce= My Daughter owns 
Her Paſſion tor the King; the trembiing own' 1t, 
With Prayers and Tears and tender Su pplicatic ns, 
That a! mont Heek my Firmnets— and this Blank, 
Whch his rah Foninels gave her, trews how much, 
To what a wik: Extravagance ne loves 
I ice no Neans - it fo.ls my < ecpeſt Fhonght—- 
flow to contrenl this Madneis of the king, 

That wears the Face of Virtue, and will thence 

D {tain Reftraint, will from his generdus Heart 
Forrow new Rage, even ſpeciouily oppoſe 

To Reatun Reatun—— But it muſt be done. 

My own Advice of which I more and more 
Approve, the tirict Conditions of the Will, 

Highly demand his Marriage with Con, antia ; 

Or ciſe her Party has a tair Pretence, 

And all, at once, is Horror and Confuſion 
How iiTu. from this Maze—Thecrowtinr 2 Birvns, 
Here tammon'd to the Palace, mcet aucady ; 

To pay the:r Homage, and confi:m the Will. 

On a few Moments hangs the public Fate, 

On a tew hifty Moments— Ha! there ſlene 

A Gleam f Hope Yes——witl this very Paper 
I yet will fave h:m N\ec.{lary Nears 

For good and noble Ends can ncer be wrong. 

In that retifticts, that peculiar Cate, 

Deceit is 'Fruth and Virtue—— but how hold 
This Lion in the Tol O I will form it 
Of ſuch a fatal Fivead, twikt t to trons 
With all the lies of Honwur and Duty, 
That his mutt Celperate Fury £410 not break 
The hinctt nate Here is the Royal Hand ——- 
[ wiil ben. ach it write a perfect full 
And abſ uc Agiccmenc to the Will; 
Which read bete the Nebics of the Realm 


A llembled. 
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Aſſemblcd, in th- facred Face of Siciꝶ, 
Conſtantia pretent, every Heart and He 
Fix'd on thñeir Mounatch, cvery rongue applauding, 
He muit ti.bmit, his Dream of Love mum va nin 
It hall be dene! — Fo me, I know, 'tis Ruin; 
But Safety to the Public, to the King. 
I will not reatin more, I will not inuten 
Even to the Voice of Honour —--So—"tis fix'd ! 
I here devote me tor my Prince and Count 'Ty : 
Let them be life, and let me nobly periſn! 
Pehold tart Cjz.ord comes; without whole Aid 
My Schemes arc ail in vain. 


SCENE II. 
CGIzMOND, SIFFREDL. 


Cm. My Lord S ꝙreai, 
L from the Council halte n'd to Conſlantia, 
And have aCcompi: i'd what we there propos'd. 
The Princeſs tothe Will ſubmits her Claims. 
She with her Pr. '-nce means to ___ the Senate, 
Ard of your royal Charge) 1g Tanercd's Had 
Accept. A: firt iniiced, it ek: | her Hopes 
Ot reigning tic, this new Larpri— zing Scene 
Ot Manjrea's don, appointed by, the Kir 
With ber. unt-Heir— But I {6 fully mau d 
The Jultice of the Cate, the public Good 
And ture eſtab 11h'} Pace which thence would ritc, 
lein d. to the i ong Necellity thit urg'd her, 
[t on Licilia“ 4 arone ſhe meaat to lit, 
As to the wi! Diſpcial of the Will 
Her hich A A:; — tam' d. Mlethought, beſides, 
[ could ditc-.n that not from Prudence merely 
She to this © e ſubmitted. 
Siffr. Newle GC TE: 1nd, 
You have in this done to the Public great 
And ſignat Service. Yes, I muſt avow it; 
This f-ank and ready Inſtance of your Zeal, 
Ir. tw! a oying — üs of the State, 
When intereſt and Ambition might have warp'd 
Your Vicus, Iowa tn trul, * Virtue 
U pbraids 
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Upbraids the Raſhneſs of my former Judgment. 
Oſm. Siffi ei, ro—To you b*longs the Praiſe 
The gloricus Work. is yours. Had I not feiz'd, 
Improv' the will;'4 Occaſton to root out 
Divihon from the Land, and fave my Country, 
I had been baſe, been infamous for ever. 
Tis y u, my Lord, to whom the many Thouſands, 
That by the barbarcus Sword of Civil War 
Ha fallen inglorious, owe their Lives; to You 
The Sons of this fair Iſle, from her firſt Peers 
Down to the Swain that tills her golden Plains, 
Owe their ſafe Homes, their ſoft domeftic Hours 
And thro” late Time Pofterity ſhall bleſs yon, 
You who advis'd this Will—1 bluſh to think, 
I have fo long oppos'd the heit good Man 
In S1ciLY With „he: mractial Care 
Ought we to watch oer te udice and Paſſion, 
Nor truſt too much the jaundic't Eve ot Party 
Hencefor chi its vain Deluſions I renounce, 
It's hot Determinations, that confi ne 
All Merit and ai: Virtue to itſelt. 
To yours I join my Hand, with you will own 
No Intereſt and no F.rty but my Country. 
Nor is your Frien il} ip only my Ambition. 
There is a dearer Name,. the Name of Father, 
By which I ſhould re,cice to call Si. 
Your Daughte:'s Hand woulu to the public Weal 
Une my private Happineſs. 
diff. M/ Lora, 
You have mv glad Confent. Fo be allied 
To your dutnguiſh'd Family, and Merit, 
I ſhall efteem an Honour. From my Soul 
I here embrace Eari O/mend as my Friend, 
And Son. 
O/m. You make me happy. This Aſſent, 
So frank and warm, to what I long have wiſh'd, 
Engages all wy catitude; at once, 
In the firſt Bioſtom. it matures our Fri-ndſhip, 
I from this Rl ment vow myle!- the kriend 
And zealous vec vant of S:redi's Houle. 


Ss 


tir 


n 


Ent {1H Mer Ctr? o ing to the Crurt. 
Of. to , The King, my Lord, demands your 


t3 


WY 


vw 
JUS V ane 
Six. Ii actend tim 2 1ight—Farewel, my Lord: 
The Senate meets; here, 2 tzw Moments hence 
Lil. % vou. 
O/m. T' my novice Lord, 


We wil © lte thus talutar * ork, 
Wil ther. Dc gin: — wo N ann clous Era 


„ 


Gertovp alone. | 
„r. giwes 15 Inughter ro my Wiſhes —— 
2s fe give her lf? Guy, young, and flatter'd, 


Peri 2 d, wall he her youthiul Heart 
vi itom àriner. uncomplying Years? 
I ar: not torri'd by! laitery a na Praiſe, 


By : ighs ant Tears. and ail the whining Trade 
Of Love to fed a Fair-one's Vanity; 

To cl. arm a: ne and tpril her. Theſe ſoft Arts 
Nor ſuit en, ears nor Temper; theſe be leſt 

To Boys un doating Age. A prudent Father, 
3 Nature charg'd to guide and rule her Choice, 
Reſigns his I? aghrer to a Hulband's Power, 

Who wi. h 11; >ertor Dignit Y, W th Reaſon, 

And m-aly '} 'cnderneſs, will ever love her ; ; 

Not firſt a kneeling Slave, and then a 'Tyrant. 


SCTCEFE . 


OcmonD, Barons. 
O/m. My Lords, I greet you well. This wond'rous 
Da 
Unites us Wi in Amity and Friendſhip. 
W: meet to-day with open Hearts and Looks, 
No glooin'd by Party, icouling on each other; 
But all the Children of one happy Ile, 
The ſocial Sons of Liberty. No Pride, 
No Paſſion now, no thwarting Views divide us: 


Prince Manfred Line, at laft, to William's join 'd; 


Combines us in one Family of Brothers. 
This 
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This to the 15 good King's well-order'd Will, 


And wiic eee; generous Care we owe. 
I tru! Give y vou Toy. Firſt of you all, 
J here renounce ch ſe Errors and Diviſions 


4 


That have 1» long diſturb'd eur Peace, and ſeem'd, 
Fermenting it.il, to threaten new Commotions =— 
By _ mer ucted, let us not d:{.iain 
To quit Mitikes. We alk, my Lords have err'd. 
len 5 [ fad, be honeſt, tho” they differ, 

1/? Bar. Who follows rot, my Lord, the fair Ex- 

ample 

You ſet us all, whate er be his Pretence, 
Loves not with üngle and unbyals'd Ilcart 
His County 25 he; ough N 

24. Bar. O 3 peac 2c! 
Sweet Union o ta State! What elſe but Thau, 
Civ? hp pant Streng: h. and Glory to a People; 
1 bo. Lcd (o: able „ bencath the SHOW 
Of many Years; yet in my Ereaſt revives 
A youl.cul 1 lame. Methinks, I fe: again 
Theſe gentle Days renew'd, that b.cis'd eur Iſle, 
Ere by this watteſul F ury of Dividon, 
Work than our Ataa's molt deftru tive Fires, 
It, deſolated, ſunk. I fce our Plain; 
Unbounded waving with the Gifts of Har 
Our Scas wil th Ct ommerce throng, cur buty Ports 
With chearin! Foil. Our 3 blocms atcrela; 
Afreſh : ne; Sweets TH thy my H, ela i now. 
Our N Impho and! She pherds, ſportin g in cach Vale, 


The "nj of AT: is fond - Come, come, my cons, 
I long ts ie this Prince, of whom the rl 
Sneaks largely well—Hy Father was my riend, 

brave unhappy Manfred — Come, my Lords; 
We tarry here too long. 


Taue Ofcers, keeping eff the Crowd. 


— 


One F the Crone Shew us en 
The valiant anf: eds Sun, viii th ple 
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We muſt, we will behold him Gixe us way. 
1% Of. Pray, Gentlemen, give back——it muſt 
not bo 
Give back, I pray on ſuch glad Occaſion 
I would not ill entreat the loweit of you. 
24 Man 'f tle Criard. Nay, give us but a Glimpſe 
of cur young King. 
We more than any Baton of them all 
Will pa: him true Allegiance 
24 (Off, Friends in ce. l 
Yuu cannot pals this Way—We have ſtrict Orders, 
To keep tor Him himf. Ir, ani for the Barons, 
Ali the Arartments cicar - Go to the Gate 
That trons ihe tear there wil find Admiſſion. 
Ai. Long lite King Lance Marſred's Son 
Huza ! i Crawd goes off. 
17 Of [ Vo not marve! at their Page of joy: 
He a Drave and amiable Prince. 
w U n in my Lord S. .', Houie I liv'd, 
Erc by his Favour 1 0b'a in'd bes O. He, 
I there remember Melih young Count Tancred. 
To ſce him and to love Tag were tlie fame. 
He was ſo noble in his 
So aſſable and mild Wen, well, uid Sicih, 
Yet happy Days avait ther! 
24 Of. Grant it licaven! 
We have ſcen ſad and troubiaus Times enough. 
He is, tlie, ſay, to well the late King's Siſter, 
Conſlantia. 
1// CF. Friend, of That L greatly doubt. 
Or Imke, or Lord Sifcd's Daughter, 
The gentle 1 iſmunda „ has * Heart, 
If ene may judge by kinc!ly corcial Looks, 
And f:n:! atiiduous Care to plzafe eaca other, 
Mu certainl tay love —O be they bick, 
fs incy deſerve! It were great Pity aug!t 
Sliculd part a matchleſ, Fair: The Gior y He, 
And the the blooming Grace ect Sicily, 
24 Of. *I iy Loid Radilpho comes. 
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SCENE--VL 
Roporyno, from the Senate. 


Nod. My honeſt Friends, 
Jou may retire. Ogcers go out. 
A Storm is in the Wind. 
his Will perplexes all. No, Tancred never 
Can ſtoop to thete Conditions, which at once 
Attack his Rights, his Honour, and his Love. 
Tv: wite old Men, thole wedding grave State-Pe- 
dants, 
Forget the Couite of Youth; their crooked Prudence, 
To Baſeneſs verging ſtill, forgets to take 
Into their fine-ſpun Schemes the generous Heart, 
hat, through the Cobweb Syſtem buriting, lays 
Their Labours waſte—So will this Buſineſs prove, 
Or L miſtake the King—Back from the Pomp 
ile ſeem'd at firſt to ſhlrink; and round his Brow 
I rmark'd a gathering Cloud, when by his Side, 
As if deſign'd to ſhare the public Homage, 
He ſaw the Tyrant's Daughter. But confeſs'd, 
Ar l:aft to me, the doubling Tempeſt frown'd, 
And ſhook his ſwelling Boſom, when he heard 
Th' unjuft, the baſe Conditions of the Will. 
Uncertain toft, in cracl Agitation, 
He oft, methought, addreis d himſelf to ſpeak 
And interrupt &:red:; wlio appear'd, 
With conſcious Haſte, to dread that Interruption, 
And hurry'd on—But hark! I hear a Noiſe, 
As it th' Aſſembly roſe !—Ha! Sigi, 
Oppreſ d with Grief aud wrapt in penſive Sorrow, 
Paſſes along 
[Sigiſmunda and Attendants paſs thro 
the Back Scene. Laura advances. 


SCENE VIL 


RopoLlrao, LAURA. 
Laura. Your high-prais'd Friend, the King, 
Is falſe, moſt vilely falſe! The meancit Slave 
Had ſhown a nobler Heart ; nor groſly thus, 
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By the firſt Bait Ambition ſpread, been gull'd. 
He Manfreds Son! away ! it cannot be; 
The Son of that brave Prince cou'd ner betray 
Thote Rights ſo long uſurp'd tom ki; great Fathers, 
Which he, this Day. by uch amazing Fortune, 
Had it reg nl; he ncer cou'd ſacrifice 
All taith, ail Honour, Glatitude and Love, 
Even jutt Reſentment of his Father's Fate, 
And Pride itſelf; whatc'er exalts a Man 
Above the groveling Sens of Peaſant-mud, 
All in a Moment—Ail tor what? Why truly 
For kind Permittton, gracicus Leave +: tir 
On his own Throne with Tyrant Mili Daug iter ! 

Red. I ftand amaz'd--You turcly v rong him, Laure, 
There muft be fome Miſtake. 

Laura. Iheie can be none; 
Siffredi read his full and tree Conſent, 
Before the app'auding Senate. True indee, 
A ſmall Remain of Shame, a timorous Weaknets, 
Even da aftardl; in Fa ilebood, made him bluſh 
To act this Scene in *:izr/munda's Eye, 
Who ſunk bencath his Pertidy and Ba ſeneſs. 
Hence, till To-morrow he adjourn'd the Senate 
To- morrow fix'd with Intamy to crown him! 
Tien, leading off his gay triumphant Princeſs, 
He left the poor untappy Si t/murda, 
To bend her trembling Steps to that ſad FHlome 
His faitlileſs Vows will render katetul to her — 
He comes—Tarewel—TI canno; bar his License 


SCENE VIII. 
TaxcrED, S!17FREDI, Ropborpito 
TaxcRED, entering, 29 SIFERDDI. 


Avoid me, hoary Traitor e. Ro dale bo, 
Give Orders that all Pa ages this Way 
Be ſhut - LDefend me from a hateful World, 
The Bane cf Peace and Honour then return 
What! doſt thou haunt me ſtillf O monſtrous Inſult 
Unparallel'd Indignity! juſt Heaven! 
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Was ever King, was ever Man fo treated: 
So trampled into Baſeneis ! 
Si. Here, my Leige, 
Here firil::! I nor deſerve, nor aſk for Mercy. 
Tac. Diſtraction —0O my Seu: !— Hold, Reaton, 
hold, 
Thy giddy Seat—O this inhuman Outrage 
Unhinges Thought ! 
Si. Exterminate thy 8 Servant ! 
Tarc. All, all but this. I could have born —but this! 
This daring Infol-nce beyond Example! 

This murdercus Stroke that tabs my Peace for ever! 
That wounds me there there! where the human 
Heart 
Moſt exquiſitely feels 

S:#, O bear it not, 
My royal Lord! IN neaſe on me your Vengeance ! 
Tax Lid ever Tyrant image aught ſo crucl! 
The lou eſt Slave that crawls upon the Earth, 
Robb'd of each Comfort Heaven beſtous on Mortals, 
On the bare Ground, has flill his Virtue left, 
The ſacred Treafure of an honeſt Heart, 
Which thon hait dar'd, with raſh audacious Hand, 
And impicus Fraud, in me to violate 
Sig. Behold, my Liege, that rath audacious Hand, 
Which not repents its Crime — O glorivus! happy! 
It by my Ruin I can fave your Honour. 
Tarc. Such Honour I renounce! with ſovereign Scorn 
Greatly deteſt it, and its mean Adviſer ! 
Haſt thou not dar'd beneath my Name to ſhelter — 
My Name for other Purpeſes - de tign'd, 
Given from the Fonduncſs of a fa'iliful Heart, 
With the beſt Love &'e fl ing-haſt thou not 
Bencat 5 thy Sorcreign's Name baicly preſum'd 
To ſwictl a Lye? a Lye! in Fubiic utter'd, 
To all deluded Sicily ? Put know 
This poor Contrivance is as weak as baſe. 
In ſuch a wretched Toil none can be held 
But Fools and Cowar!s—O thy flimſy Arts, 
Touch'd by my juſt my burning Indigration, 
Shall burſt like Thrcads in Flame —— Thy Coating 
Prudence 0 


y But 


aM NAA. 


But more ſecures the Purpoſe it would fake, 
Had my Reſolves been waver 8 and Candy I 
This would confirm chem, make them fix'd as 3 
This adds the only Motive that was w ant ing 
Fo urge them on Fi of War an, Det lat 
W hat ! marry her! Cauſtantea“ Her! he Divglaid 
Ot the feil Tyrant who doftroy' } my Father! 
The very Thought is Macn £1! Ere thou ſeit 
The 'Forch of hen light theſe hated Nuptial«, 
Thou ſhait beholi Sie: wrapt in Flaries, 
ter Cities raz d. her Va s drench' wiche lang'y der 
Love ſet aſiue -m 19145 b Aſſam s th: Yate! 
AI, Honour now 15 up: in ſpite or thee 
A Work! cembin'd agalndt me, I Wil 
This ſcattei'd Will in Fragments to the Winds, 
Aſſert my Rights, the Free./om of , Heart, 
Cruſh all ul. o dare oppoſe me to the Dutt, 
And heap Peruiticn en thee ! 

A. Sir, tis juſt. 
Exhiuſt en me your Rage; I claim it all. 
But for tleſe pubiic Threats thy Pallion utters, 
”Fis what thou canit not do! 

Tang. I cannct! Ha! 

Drive n to the dicadſul Brink of ſuch Diſh-nour, 
En: WY, 1 * mak. the te: NEC + Cow ard brave, 
And into cen*is rome the ml ſt Nature, 
What! hat! i! arreit my Vengrance? who? 

Siff. F.ryke:s ! 

Tan. Pars dare not juſtify. thy Crime! 
That, that alene can aggravate its Horror, 
Add [nfolerc+ to Incolenecs perliaps 
3 m: oath my 30c torget 

8.5. Q : 10 1 it 

On this gre e Hal derated to thy Service ! 
But when che ster has vemed all its Fury, 
Thou then mutt hear —na; more, [ _ theu wil: 
Wilt hear the calm, yet fcranger Voice t Reaton, 
Thou muſt reflect that a whole p. ople's Saſety, 
The Wea! of truſted Inlions ond bear dow n, 
Thy ſeit the I . the fondeſt partial Pizature. 
Thou mult retect that there are other Du ics, 
A nobler Pride a more exalted Honour, 
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Superior Pleaſures far, that wil! oolige, 
Compel thee, to abide by this n; Deed, 
Unwarranted perhaps in commu. Juſtice, 
But which neceility, even Virtue's Tyrant, 
With awful Voice cemmanded—1 cs, thon muſt, 
In calmer Hours, diveit thee of thy Love, 
The common Pathon of the vulgar Breatr, 
This boiling Heat of Youth, and be a King! 
The Lover of thy People. 
Tanc. Truths u einploy'd, 
Abus'd to colour Guilt Ia Ki: ig! a King! 
Yes, I will be a King, but not a Stave ! 
In this will be a King! in tins my "cople 
Shall learn to judge tow I wil guard their Rights, 
When they behold ine vindica:c m own. 
But have I, tay, been treated like a K. ng ? 
Heavens! ccuid I ſtoop to fuci outrogeous Utſage, 
T were a mcan, a ſhameleſs Wretch, unworthy 
To wicld a Scepte in a Lan ef Slaves, 
A Soil abhorr'd of Virtus, mould bely 
My Father's Blood, bely thoſe very Maxims, 
At other Times, you taught my Youth—8S7/} e! 
[In a ſaſt ened Tone of Voice, 
Si. Bchold, my Prince, had thy poor old Servant, 
Wheſe darling Care, theſe twenty Years has been 
To nurſe thee up to Virtue ; who for thee, 
Thy Glory and thy Veal, renounces all, 
All Intereſt and Ambition can pour forth; 
What many a ſ-!fiſh Father would purſue 
Thro' 'Freachery and Crimes: behold him here, 
ent on his feeble Knees, to beg, conjure thee, 
With Tears to beg thee, to controul thy Patlion, 
And fave thyſelf, thy Honour, and thy People! 
Kneeling with me, behold the many Thontands 
To thy Protection tratted : Fathers, Mothers, 
'The facred Front of venerable Age, 
The tender Virgin and the helpleis Infant ; 
The Miniſters of Heaven, tho! e, who maintain, 
Around thy Thronc, the Majeſt. y of Rule; 
And thoſe, whoſe Labour, ſcorcli'd by Wind and Sun, 
Feeds the rejoicing Public ; fee them all, 


Here 
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Here at thy Feet, conjuring thee to ſave them 
Fram Aliſery and War, from Crimes and R. 14 
Can there be aught, kind Heaven! in Seit indulgenc 
To werga down the!s? This Aggre gate of Lose, 
With which compar'd the deareſt _ Paik: a 
Is but the watted Duſt upon the Balance 

Turn not away—Oh is there not tome Part. 

In thy great Heart, ſo ſenuble to Kinunets, 
And generous Warmth, feme nobler Part, to tel 
The Prayers and Tears of theſe, the mingled Voice 
Of Heaven and Earth ! 

Tanc. There is! and ihen haſt tonch'd i'. 
Rite, riſe. S Oh thou hatt undone me 
Unbind cla „lan !—0O i entreatel 7 wird / 
Which way ſoc'er I turn, Dichonour deo rs, 
Her hideous Front—and Mifery and Ruin! 
Was it for this you took (ach Care to form Nb 
For this imbucl me with the quickeſt S:n1 
Of Shame; theſe finer Feclings, that nel g vex 
The common Mats of Mortals, Quily happy 
In bleſt Inſenſibility? O rather 
You ſhould have fear'd my Heart, taught me tha: 

Power 

And ſplendid Intereſt lord it ſtill whe V:rtue ; 
That, gilded | by Proiperity and Pri 
There is no Shame, no XMeanncts : t. -mper '4 thus, 
I had been fit to rule a venal World. 
Alas! what meant thy Wantonngſs of Prudence? 
Why have you rais'd this miſerable Contlict 
Betwixt the Duties of the King and lan? 
Set Viriuc agzinit Virtue ? Ah Sie 
"Fis thy ſuperuous, thy unfeeling Witdom, 
That has involv'd me in a Maze of Error, 
Almoſt beyond Retreat—3ut hold, in Soul. 
Thy ſteady Purpoſe Toſt by various Vathon:. 
To this eternal Anchor keep There is, 
Can be, no public without private Virtue— 
Then mark me weil, obſerve what I command 
It is the fole Evpedient now remaining —— 
To-mor: ow, when the Senate meets again, 
Unfold the whole, unravel the Decrit; 
Nor that alone, try to repair it's M:{cluct 
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There all thy Power, thy Eloquence and Intereit, 
Exert, to reinſtate me in my Rights, 
And from thy own dark Snares to "Uiſembroil MC— 
Start not my Lorl— This muſt and ſhall be done! 
Orc here our Fricniliip ends Howc'er diſguis'd, 
What tever thy Freren Ke, hou art a Traitor! 

LIF. II ould indeed def-rve the Name © t Traitor, 
And even a | iaitor's "NG, ad 1 0 flight Iv, 
From Prigcipl's fo weak, done what I did, 
* cer UE CLLVOW it 


"re, that 


Expect not Us — Tho" practi“ lung in Courts, 
I have not ſo far learn'd their file Frave, 

To vcer ob< int to cach Guit of Pa..:ion. 

I honour the-, I venerate ty, Orders, 

But honour more my Duty. Nught on Earth 
Shall ever ſhake me from that Volid Rock, 


Nor Smiles nor Frouuns. 
Tac. You vill not ti.cn? 
S. I cannot! 
Tanc. _—_ ABegone -O my Rod: N come, 
And fave me f om ti, Tra. tor ! -tlenrce, I fey 
Avoid my +, {ence {traigat! and ys "WW, oid Mt in, 
Thou my werlt Foe b beneath the Al K of Fricndikip, 
Who, not content to trample in the Dull 
My deareſt R Rights, deſt with co: 5 intol-nce 
Perſiſt. and ca it Duty; haft thou not 
A Daughter that piotects thee, thou {ou & feel 
The Vengeauce thu deſerveſt No Reply ! 


' 
5 way 8 


* 
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Rl. I heard, with mixt Afton ment and Grict 
The King's unjuſt d. ſhongurable Wi 
Void m ni! — ſaw you kung will A487 
And writhing in the Snare: ju a; 1 went 
At your Command, to wait vou here ud Tat 
Was the King's Deed, not ui 

Farc. O he advis'd it! 

: 4 oh many Years he has n erst Rat! 

his blac!. Contr: vance, glories in Inc Schelne 
* | qr ly piumes him with his tr Viet 13 \ 1:78. 
But that was nought, N 4 55, nothing, Ron! 
O that was ole, blameics to Kat follow'd' 
| han, my rriend, to Zn 2 given, 

To huſh her Fears, in the nt 1 Gi::h of Fondnets, 

A Blank fg1'Jd by wy an -an Ser IIravens! 
Was ever tuch a wil. Ai t! nie wrote 
Beneath my +2112 an biene e 

To this dett Au Will; ray. dar'A to read it 

Beſore m. ſet, on my init. 2 Throne 

His jdle Pag ant pact 0. 1! Wercs are * ak, 

To pin the Pings, tac Rag? the Indignat:on : 
That wh A i houg u co Ih ughit my Soul in 


NX. n 1 135 * 1 *h IT * 7 : 14 F140” 4 4 81 2 * 
— 0 * Gi! 1 " 4 % 1 * an CFOAL {> Same 
* 
* * 7 
k L 0 
Repr: — ot $27: 
* 4 — g 5 ' * 1 - * 5 8 * ' * 
All mda v. tin Kess 1 41 5 RS? 
227 5 * * * : : . ND g 4 
What could oa? 7 „ ee it roſe 
* . . * 12 K 1 . * 2 Sz 
Fo dat ov KY + bh Ss . lee 5 . ' IS. {? 
* "| * 4 * 1 3 * 14 5 f » - 
} 11 4 +. % a 110. x 1111 10 1 * © V. mM ' * zg ©) f* . 
11 ; 8 > 3 2 i ' 1 
VV hat C To b * * 6 kJ + * 61 14 * 44. * 
5 ha „ a 
1 Wie no. * 15 28 —— #4 v » * * - 
: 0 1 1 2 
I: hor to dear 307 Faith to $797 nm. v 
- % 


She thin! 2 me kalte „ ne cata 1. 1 that L Fd me 
O Tam buf in iaiſmuud s 12 oe! 
The loweſt of anker Wy, the maſt perfiton 
Pad. This was a train Insel zuce inderd, 
A Caring Outrage uf to frange a Nature, 
It ſtuns me qui 
Zan. Curs'd be my timi.l Prulenc?, 
That daſh'd not back that Moment, in his Face 
The bold pretumpiuons J. L,eand curs'd this Hand, 
That from a Start ct Po- Dulimularion, 
L-.1 
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Led off my Sig- ſmunda's hated Rival. 
Ah then! what, poiſon'd by the falle Appearance, 
What, Sigi/munda, were thy 'Thoughts ot me! 
How, in the filent Bitterneſs of Soul, 
How didft thou fcorn me! hate Mankind, thyſelf, 
For truſting to the Vows of faithleſs Tancred / 
For ſuch 1 ſeem'd-—I was—The Thought diſtracts 
me! 

I ſhould have caft a flattering World aſide, 
Ruſh'd from my Throne, before them all avow'd Her, 
The Choice, the Glory of my freebora Heart, 
And ſpurn'd the thameful Fetters thrown upon it— 
Inſtead of that Confuſion! what I did 
Has clinch'd the Chain, coantirm'd S:freai's Crime, 
And fix'd me down to Intamy ! 

Rod. My Lord, 
Blame not the Conduct, which your Situation 
Tore from your tortur'd Heart—W hat co::1d you do? 
Had you to circumſtanc'd, in open Senate, 
Before the aftoniſh'd Public, with no Friends 
Prepar'd, no Party form'd, affronted thius 
The haughty Princeſs and her powerful Faction 
Supported by this Will, the ſudden Stroke, 
Abrupt and premature, might have recoil'd 
Upon yourſelf, even your own Friends revolte], 
And turn'd at once the public Scale againſt you. 
Beſides, conſider, had you then detected, 
In its freſh Guiit, this Action of Si edi, 
You mult with ſignal Vengeance have chaftis'd 
The treaſonable Decd Nothing © mean 
As weak infulted Power that dares not puntth, 
And how would that have ſuited with your Love? 
His Daughter pretcut too! 'Iruit me, your Conduct, 
Howe'er abhorrent to a Heart like yours, 
Vas fortunate and wite—Not that I mean 
E'cr to adviſe Submitſion 

Tanc. Hcavens! Submitlion 
Could I deſcend to bear it, even in Thought, 
Deſpiſe me, you, the World, and Sigiſmunuda ! 
Submitſion !-——No! To-morros's glorivus Light 


Shall 
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Shall flaſh Diſcovery on this Scene of Baſeneſs. 

Whatever be the Riſque, by Heavens! To-morrow, 

I will o'erturn the dirty Lye- built Schemes 

Ot theſe old Men, and thew my faithful Senate, 

That Llarfred's Son knows to alert and wear, 

With an minul'd Dignity, that Crown 

This unexpeuct., Day has piac'd upon him. 

But this, my Friend, thete ſtormy Guſts of Pride 

Are forcign to my Love Till Sg munda 

Be diſabus'd, m, Breaft is Tumult all, 

Ard can ob:y no ſettleu Courte of Reaſon. 

I f&e her fil, 1 tee! her powerful Image! 

That Look, where with Reproach Complaint was 

mix}, 

Big with ſoft Woe and gentle Invignation, 

Wnich ſeem d at once c pity and to ſcorn me 

O let me tin. her! I too long have left 

My Sigmund t converic with Tears, 

A Prey to Thongii'« that picure me a Villain. 

But ah! how, ct. gg with this accurſed A 

A tedious V ord; mall I now find Accets ? 

Her Father too len Thouſand Horrors crowd 

Into the wild fantaſtic Eye of Love 

Who knows what he may do? Come then, my 
Friend, 

And by thy Siſter's Hand O let me fteal 

A Letter to her Boſom . I no longer 

Can bear her Abſence by the juſt Contempt 

She now muſt brand me with, inflam'd to Madneſc. 

Fly, my Redalpho, fly! engage thy Sitter 

'To aid my Letter, and this very Evening 

Secure an Interview I would not bear 

This Rack another Day not for my King lom! 

Fill then deep plung'd in Solitude and Shades, 

I will not ſce the hated Face of Man. 


Thought drives on Thought, on Paſſions Paſſions roll, 
Her Smiles alone can calm my raging Soul. 
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ACTI m. SCENE 


SIGISMUNDA aline, fitting in a diſc 


H Tyrant Prince! ah more: 


cred /! 


Ungenerous and inhum2n n 


Ha ft thou, this Mor {tn 
Submiſtve to my Fort 
Had fo much Sprit , 2 
To give thee back th. 0 
Contct>'d the fi een 
Impos'd upon dee, 


C 1 1 


— 
- 


Since we mull nt a: al, our Parti 


217 


1 fhouli ind e. . 
But nat to fie Exit 
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In black Delparr—— Wh. E 


PUulT Sd thy Brrait, hit 
To {ce me bent bencath a 


\ 
#4 Rs 
1 
e 
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Pangs thou cant never feel? 11 


* 
me, 


I. 


- ; at Zt. ture. 


In barbarous Triumph, at a Rival“ C 
How make me Witneſs to a Sigh: of 11 
That Hand, which, but a few iert 


Irrecoverably given ! 


1 
* 
So wantonly abus'd my fimple ai! 
Before th' atteſting World geen do another 


There was a lime 
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Frimniſftp, 
1.2 cn'd 7 


When the leaſt Cloud that hung upon my Brow, 
Peruaps imagin'd only, touch'd thy Pity. 
Then, brigken'd often by the ready Tear, 


& 
1 , 
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Fiz Looks were Softneſs all; then the quick Heart, 
In every Nerve alive, forgot itt, 
And fur cach other then we iclt alone. 
But now, alas! thoſe tender Days are fled ; 
Now thou canſt fre me wretch-d, pier t with Anguiſh. 

Vith ſtudied Anguiſh of thy own creating, 
Nor wet thy harden'd Eye—tHold, hit me thin 
| wrong thee ſure; thou canſt nat be ſo bale, 
As meanly in my Mitery to tum bp! 
What is it then? Why fonte arch for Pain? 
() "us as bad !—"Tis 1K ns of Nature, 
Tis ſickly Love extingu 
Is there, ki - Heaven, no Conitancy in Man? 
No ſteuicit Truch, mn generdu, Ex Aff. ction, 
[lat can bear up agiaft a feifih World: 
No, there is nonc—E. on 7 ancred is inconſtant! 

[ Rift, 
Hence! let me fly this Scene! — Whatzer I fre, 
Ihe Roots, thele v. alls, cach Object that ſurrounds 
me, 
Are tainted with his Vows But wither fly? 
he Greves are worſe, the Cf R. reat of Boumant, 
It's decpening Givums, Ely Lawns, and airy Sum- 
mits, 

Will wound my buſy Memory to Torture, 
And al: is Shades wii uhnper—faithleſs /arcred 7 
Ny Facher como —tHow, funk in this Duucder, 
Shall 1 tuiyin his Prefence: ? 


(5.3 
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SCENE I 


— 


SirrxkDI, SICISMUNDA- 


Si ff. Sigiſmunda, 

Aly deareſt Chiici: J grieve to ſe: the thus 

A Prey to Tears. 1 know the p.weriul Cauſe 

From which they flow, and thercſoc can cxcute 

them, 

But not their wilful cbRinate Contin " Ince. 

Come, route thee then, cail up thy dr. Ping Spirit, 

Come, wake to Reaſon from tis Dream ut eve, 

And ſhew the World thou art Se, Daugluer. 
Se. 
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Sig. Alas! I am unworthy of that Name. 
Si. Thou art indeed to blame; thou haſt too 
raſhly : 
Engag'd thy Heart, without a Father's Sanction, 
But this I can forgive. The King has Virtues, 
Thar plead thy full Excui-; nor was I void 
Of Blume, to truft thee to theſe dangerous Virtues, 
Then dread not my Reproaches. Tho' he blames, 
Thy tender Father pitics more than blames thee. 
Thou art my Daughter fiiil ; and, if thy Heart 
Will now relume its Pride, affert itfcelf, 
And greatly rie ſupericr to this Trial, 
I to my Murmel Contidence again 
Will take ther, and eſteem the more my Daughter, 
Sig. O you are gentler far than I deſerve! 
It is, it ever was, my dirling Pride, 
To bend my Soul to your ſupreme Commands, 
Your wiſett Will; and tho”, by Love betra, d 
Alas! and puniſh'd too have tranſgreſsd 
The niceſt Bounds of Duty, yet I feel 
A Sentiment of Tenderneſs, a Source 
Of filial Nature ſpringing in my Breaft, 
That, ſhould it kill me, ſhall controul this Paſſion, 
And make me all Submiſſion and Obedience 
To you, my honour'd Lord, the beſt of Fathers. 

Siff. Come to my Arms thou Comfort of my Age! 
Thou only Joy and Hope of tht: grey Hairs! 
Come! let me take thee to a Parent's Heart: 

There with the kindly Aid of my Advice, 

Even with the Dew of theſe paternal Tears, 

Revive and nouriſh this becoming g piri 
Then thou doſt promiſe me my *:27/1nwunda 
Thy Father ftoops to make it his K gurt 
Thou wilt reſign thy fond preſumptudus Ilopes, 
And henceforth never more indulge one Thought 
That in the Light of Love regards the King? 

Sig. Hopes I have none! Thoſc by this fatal Day 
Are blaſted all But from my Soul to baniſh, 

While weeping Memory there retailus her Scat, 
Thoughts which the pureſt Byſumm migar have che- 
riſh'd, | 
Once my Delight, now even in Anguiſh charming, , 
3 


00 


Ihe blaſted View is ever preſent to me 
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Is more, alas! my Lord, than I can promiſe. 

Si. F. Abſcnce and Time, the 5oft'ner of our Paſſions; 
Will conquer this. Mean Time, I hope from chee 
A generous great Effort; that thou wilt now 
Exert thy utmoſt Force, nor languith thus 
Beneath the vain Fxtrax agance of Love. 

Let not thy Father bluſh to hear it ſaid, 

His Daughter was ſo weak, cer to admit 

A Thought fo void of Reaſon, that a King 
Should to his Rank, his Honour and his Glory, 
The high important Duties of a I hrone, 

Even to his Throne itſelf, madly prefer 

A wild romantic Paſſion, the fond Child 

Cf youthful dreaming Thought and vacant Hours; 
That he ſhould quit his Heaven appointed Station, 
Detert his awful Charge , the Care of all 

The tciling Minlions which this Ifle contains; 

Nay more, ſhall plunge them into War and Ruin: 
And all to ſooch a fick Imagination, 

A miſerable Weakneſs Muſt for thee, 

To make thee bleſt, Sicilia be unhappy ? 

The King himi:if. loſt to the nobler Senſe 

Ot manly Praiſe, become the piteous Heroe 

Ot tome tofc Tale, and ruſh on ture Deftruction ? 
Canlt thou, my Daughter, let the monſtrous Thought 
Poilets one Moment thy perverted Fancy? 

Rouſe thee, for Shame! an if a Spark of Virtue 
Lics ſlumbering in thy Soul, bid it blaze forth ; 

Nor fink unequal to the glorious Leſſon 

This Day thy Lover gave thee from the Throne. 

Sig. Fah, that was not from Virtue !—Had, my Fa- 
That been his Aim, I yield to what youlay; ther, 
*Tis powerful Truth, and unanfwerable Reaſon; 
Thea, then, with tad but duteous Reſignation, 

I had tubmitted as became your Daughter; 

But in that Moment when my humbled Hopes 
Were to my Duty reconcil'd, to raife them 

To yet a fonder Height than Cer they knew, 

Then rudely daſh them down—— There is the Sting ! 


vw 35 did you drag me to a Sight fo cruel ? 
Sf. It was a Scene to ture thy Emulation. 


Sig. 


42 TAN CRE D and 


T% 


Sig. It was a Scene of Perfidy !—bat Know, 

I will do more than W tate dle King 

For he is talſe EE ho“ ſincerely vpierc'd 

With the beft tructt pak ever touched 

A Virgin's Breait here vow to Heaven and You, 

Tho' from my Heart I cannot, from iny Hopes 

To caſt this Prince hat woull you more, my Fa- 

ther ? 
Si F. Yes, one Thing more — thy Father then is 
happ) 
a0. by the Voice of Innocence and Virtue 
blolv'd, we live not to ouifclves alone 

A rigorous Warld, with puremptory Swav, 

Subjects us all, and even the Ne bl moſt. 

This World tram ther, my Honour and thy own, 

Demands one 8 ep; a Step, by witch convinc'd 

The King may ſre thy Heart Ciſlains to wear 

A Chain wh ch his has greatly thrown alice. 

"Tis fitting too, thy Sex's Pride commands thee, 

To ſhew th' approving World thou canſt reſign, 

As well as he, nor wich inferior Spirit, 

A Patuon fatal to the Public Weal. 

But, above all, thou muſt root out for ever 

From the King's Br aſt the leaſt R:main of Hope, 

And henceforth make his mention'd Love Diſhon« ur. 

[1 het: "Things, my Danghter, that mutt needs be done, 

an but this Way be done—by the ſafe Refuge, 

The ſacred Shelter of a Hutband's Arms; 

And there is one 
sig Good Heavens! what means my Lord? 
S:/7. One of illuftrions Family, high Rank, 

Yet till of higher Dignity and Merit, 

Who can, and will protect thee; one to awe 

'The King himf-1t Nay hear me, Sigiſn unda 

The noble Oſmond courts thee for his Brad e, 

And has my plighte} Word This Day 
Sig. [ Kneeling.) My Father! 


Let me with trembling Arms embrace thy Knees! 

O! it you ever wilh'd to ſ-e me happy; 

It e'er in infant Years I gave you Joy, 

When, as I prattling twin'd around your Neck, 

You ſnatch'd me to yeux Bulum, Kils'd my Eyes, : 
An 


14 


Be to Diſte Adion E 'A 
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And melting ſaid vou ſaw my Mother there; 
O ſave m- from that worſt Severity 
Of Fate! O outrage net my breaking Heart 
o that Degree! I cannot! 'tis impoſſible 
So ſoon witlilraw it, give it to another 
Hear me, my ccarett Father! hear the Voice 
Of Nature and Humanity, that plcad 
As well as Juitice for me! Not to chuſe 
Without your wile Direction, may be Duty; 
But ſtill my Choice is free That is a Right 
W hich even the loneſt Slave can never loſe. 
And would you thus degrade me? make me bale? 
For ſuch it were, to give my worthiets Perton 
Without my Heart, an Injury to O/mend,. 
Ihe bighett can be done Let me, my Lord 
Or I ſhall die, all by the ſuden Change 
Let me wear out 
Ivly hapleſ. Days in Solitude and Silence, 
Far frem ths Malice of a pr yivg World! 
At leaſt-you cannot ſure retut: me 'This— 
Give me a little Time I will do all, 
All I can do, to pleaſe you! O your Eye 
Sheds a kind Beam 
Si. My Daugmer! you abuſe 
The Sef:nefs of my Nature 
Sig. Here, my Father, 
Till you relent, here will I grow for ever ! 
SF. Riſe, Sigi/m unda,—'l ho' you touch my Heart, 
Nothing can {take th' incxvrabie Dictates 
Ot Honcur, Duty, and determin'd Reaſon. 
Then by the holy Ties of fiizl Love, 
Reſolve, I charge thee, to receive Earl O/mond, 
As ſuits the Man who is thy Father's Choice, 
And worthy of thy Han! go to bring him — 
Jig. Spare me, my d-areft Fatlier! 
S.. Lofſede.} [ mutt ruth 
From her ſoft Graſp, er Nature will betray me! 
O grant us Heaven! that Fertitude of Mind, 
Which liſtens to our Duty, not our Pallions— 
Quit me, my Chila 
Sig. You cannot, O my Father 
You cannot legve me thus ! 
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Si F. Come hither, Laura, 
Come to thy Friend. Now ſhew thyſelf a Friend. 
Combate her Weakneſs; diſſipate her Tears; 
Cheriſh, and reconcile her to her Duty. 


SCENE III. 


S1GISMUNDa, LAURA, 

Sig. O Woe on Woe! diſtreſt by Love and Duty! 
O every Way unhappy Sigi/muna ! 

Laura. Forgive me, Mladam, it I blame your Grief. 
How can you waſte your Tears on one to faltc ? 
Unworthy of your Tendernets? to whom 
Nouglit but Contempt is due an Indignation ? 

Sig. You know not hal! the Horrors of my Fate! 
I might perhaps have learn'd to ton lis Failchood ; 
Nay, when the firtt ſad Burſt of Tears was paſt, 

I might have rous'd my Pride, an. i-orn'd himicll— 
But 'tis too much, this greateſt laſt Misf une — 
O whither ſhall I fly? Where hide me, Laura, 
From the dire Scene my Fathei now prepares? 
Laura. What thus alarms you, Madam? 
Sig. Can it be? 
Can I- ah no! at once give to another 
My violated Heart? in one will Moment! 
He brings Earl O/mond to receive my Vows ! 
O dreadtul Change! for Tancrad haughty O/mord ! 
Laura. Now, on my Soul, 'tis what an outrag'd 
Heart, 
Like thine, ſhou'd wiſn!—— I ſhould, by Heavens 
eſteem it | 
Moſt exquiſite Revenge! 

Sig. Revenge on whom ? 

On my own Heart, al:ca:ly but too wretched ! 

Laura. On him! this Texrred ! who has baſely told, 
For the dull Form of deſpicable Grandeur, 

His Faith, his Love! —At once a Slave and Tyrant! 

Sig. O rail at me, at my belicving Folly, 

My vain il-founded Hopes, but ſpare him Laura! 

Laura. Who rais'd thefe Hopes? who triumphs o'er 

that Weakneſo? 
Pardon the Word—you greatly merit him ; 


Better 
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Better than him, with all his giddy Pomp! 
You rais'd him by your Smiles when he was nothing! 
here is your Woman's Pride? that guardian Spirit 
Given us to daſh the Perfidy of Man; 

Ye Powers! I cannot bear the Thought with Patience. 
Yet recent from the moſt uniparing Vows ; 
the Tongue of Love cer laviſh'd from your Hopes 
So vainiv, ly, cruelly deluded ; 

Before the Publ'c thus, before your Father, 

Py an irrevocabic tolemn Deed, 

Wit! fuch inhum in Scorn, to throw you from him! 
1% give his faichie Hand, yet warm from thine, 
With complicated Meanneſs, to Conftant:a /! 

And to complete his Crime, when thy weak Limbs 
Could farce ſupport thee, then of thee regarlets, 
Jo lead her off! 

Sig. That was indeed a Sight 
Jo poiſen Love! to turn it into Rage 
and ken Contempt !--What means this ſtupid Weak- 
ncts 

That hangs upon me? Hence unworthy Tears! 
Dii-race my Cheek no more! No more my Heart 
For one fo cholly falſe or meanly fickle 
O it imports not which—dare to ſuggeſt 

The lcatt Excuſe—-Yes, Traitor, 1 will wring 
Thy Prile, will turn thy Triumph to Contulion ! 

] wiil not pine away my Days for thee, 
Siglung to Brooks and Groves; while, with vain Pity, 
You in a Rival's Arms lament my Fate— 
No! let me periſh! ere I tamely be 
hat foft, that patient, gentle S:gi/munda, 
Who can conſole her with the wretched Boaſt, 
She was tor thee unhappy !—lt I am, 
I will be aobls ſo!.—Sicilia's Daughters 
Shall wonce::ng fee in me a great Example 
Of one uh puniſh'd her ill-judging Heart, 
Wno made it bow to what it moſt abhorr'd! 
Cruu.'d ic to Miſery! for having thus 
So lightly liften'd to a worthleſs Lover 
Laura. At laſt it mounts! the Kindled Pride of 
Virtuc! 


Trus 
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Truſt me, thy Marriage will embitter His | a 

Sig. O way the Furies light his Nuptial Torch! 
Be it accuts'd as mine! For the fair Peace, 

The tender Joys of Hymencal Love, | 
M Jealouty awak'd, and fell Remorſe, | 
Pour wil their fi. 3 'enom thro” his Breaft !— 

. — Fates lead, and blind Revenge, I follow! 
Let mie not chink— By injur'd Love! I vow, 
Thou Gate „bete Prince! perfidious and inhuman ! 

Thou ſhalt b hol! me in another's Arms! 

In his thou hatcit ! Ofrond”s ! 

Java. Tat will grind 
His Heart uh fec.el Rage! Aye, that will fting 
He Scul o Riadneſs! ſet him up a error, 

A Speak „ een faillefs Lovers 

Your cooler Ih'ughti, bei. leg, = ef the Chang: 
Appiove, and think i. 115 PPY- Noble O/mond 
From the fume steck with nim derivgs his Birth, 
Firit of Sicilian Barons, prudent, brave, 

Ot ftritidlt Honour, ani by all rever'd- 

. Falk not Cicud, but pœifitlious Taonered /! 
Rail at him, rail! invent new Names of Scorn! 
Ai me, Lau“.:; lend Roos fleſh Fe-l; 

— port my aggerin g Purpote, which al: ca- iy 
32g:ns to fa! l me-. . mv iunts bow vain! 

How have Lly'd tom, + on tioar - Alas! 

i, Fears return, tte wg - lend o' eres helms me! 

Ten thouſand crow. in $1239 trot 

My tortur'd Thau  —An. rf conc to tht 

Our Hopes? ou vw ? our „fe reprate V. hes, 

Breath'd from thut “ Us, +: fail 61 Icaven, 

To make each oi: harry — veto tis! 

Laura. If thy ban F< ice an! Hori nr carnot keep 
Thy Reſolution fix td, yet, &r Fr, : 
O think, how decp'y, how beyond Ketteat, 

Thy Fache is erg di. 

Lig. Ab wretch : Weakneſ⸗! 

That thus enth. * Ny Son, thc ehaſes thence 
Each nabler Thoug! th gen: of every wity! 
And have I then no Years for thee, my Father ? 


Can 
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Can I forget thy Cares, from helpleſs Years, 
Thy 'Tenderncis for me? an Eye ſtill beam'd 
With Love ? a Brow that never knew 2 Frown ? 
Nor a harſh Word thy 'Fongue ? Shall I for thetc, 
Repay thy ſtooping venerable Age, 
With Shame, Diſquiet, Anguith and Diſhonour ? 
It mutt not be! Thou firit of Angels, come, 
Sweet filial Piety ! and firm my Breatt; 
Yes, let one Daughtcr to her Fate ſubmit, 
Be nobly wretched but her Father happy !— 
. they come !—O Heavens! I cannot ftand 
The horrid Tryal !—Op-n, open, Earth! 
And hide me from their View! 

Laura. Madam! 


SCENE. N. 
Strrrröt, Oenexp, Sicisuux pa, LAURA, 


Sf. My Daughter, 
hold my noble Friend who courts thy Hand, 
Andr het 10 Ca I my Son I ſual! be P. oud; , 
Meow ſuail 1 leſs be pleas' d, in his Alliance, 
Fu, ſe l her happy. 
Cum. I ink not, I preſume, 
Ma,lam, on thi; your Father's kind Conſent 
To make re biett. IT love yur from a Heart, 
I hat ſeeks your Gd ſup erior to my own; 
Aud wil, by very Art of tender Fiiencſhip, 
Ceulult your deareſt Welfare. May I hope, 
Y dur. dus not dla vor your Father's Choice ? 


. Tam a Daughter, Si—anit Have nv Power 
O ce my on Hoarc—T J1——Suppurt me, C2ura. 
i Faves, 


SF. Heoip !—— Bear her o. he breathes—my 
mugler 

Sie. Oh! 
Forg.ve my Mane Soft- my Laura, lead me 
To my Apausmnent. 

& 7 Pardoa ric, my Lord, 
If bY ts fi didn Accid: & alarm'd, 
J leave y au for à Moment. 


SCENE 
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SCENE: V. 


OsMonxD ale. 


Let me think- 

W hat can this man ?—ls it to me Arerſion? 

Or is it, as I fear'd, ſhe loves another? 

Ha!—— Yc;——pcrhap: the King, the young Count 
Tarcres 

They were bred up n that, 

hat cannot ba—1 ias he not given his Hand, 

In « moſt einn res to Cen anti a? 

Does not his Crowa depend + 20n the Deed? 

No— if they lo. l, ard this old Stateſman knew it, 

He could not tu a King preter a Subject. 

His Virtues I eiteem—aay more, I truſt them 

So far as Vircue gies aut could he place 

His Daughter on the Thrpe of S$:c 9 — 

O 'tis a gloriout Pi be, too wnch for Man !- 

What is { then: l care not what it be. 

My Honoum now, my Dignity cemands, 

That my piypes'd A 'rance, by lier Father 

And even herſelf accepted, be not ſcorn'd. 

J love her too— I never knew till nos 

To what a Pitch I loy'd her. O fi: ſhot 

Ten thouſand Charms into my inmoſt Saul! 

She look'd to mild, ſo amiably gentle, 

She bow'd her Head, the glow'd with ſuch Confuſion, 

Such Lovelinets of Mouneity ! She is, 

In gracious Ming} in Manes, and in Perion, 

The perfect Mod of all female Beau, — 

She muſt be mine She is! —If yet her Heart 

Conſents not to my Happineſs, her Duty, 

Join'd to my tender Cares, will gain fo much 

Upon her generous Nature — That will follow. 


The Man of Senſe, who acts a prudent Part, 
Net flattering ſteas], but forms kimſclf the Heart. 


ACT 


t. 
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Un. 
SCENE I. The Gardens belonging to Strrxror', 
Houſe. 


SIGISMUNDA, LAURA. 


S1GISMUNDA, with a Letter in her Hand. 
9 IS done I am a Slave! — The fatal Vow 
Has paſs'd my Lips! - Methouglit in thoſe 
{ſad Moments, | 
The Tombs around, the Saiats, the darken'd Altar, 
And all the trembling Shrines with Horror ſhook. 
But here is ftill new Matter of Diſtreſs. 


O Tancred, ceaſe to perſecute me more! 


O grudge me not ſome calmer State of Woe ? 
Some quiet Gloom to ſhade my hopeleſs Days, 
Where I may never hear of Love and Thee! 
Has Laura too contpir'd againſt my Peace? 
Why did you take this Letter? Bear it back. 
[ Giving her the Letter. 


I will not court new Pain. 

Laura. Madam, Rodalpho 
Urg'd me fo much, nay even with Tears conjur'd me, 
But this once more to ſerve th' unhappy King 
For ſuch he ſaid he was—that tho' enrag'd, 
Equal with thee, at his inhuman Falſhood, 
I could not to my Brother's fervent Prayers 
Refuſe this Oftce —Read it — His Excuſes 
Will only more expole his Falſhood. 

Sig. No. | 
It ſuits not O/mond's Wite to read one Line 
From that contagious Hand—ſhe knows too well! 

Lau. He paints him out diltreſs'd bey ond Expreiſion, 
Even on the Vo::.c of Mudneſs. Wild as Winds, 
And fighting Scas, he raves. His Paſſions mix, 
With ceaſeleſs Rage, all in each giddy Moment. 
He dies to ſe> vou and to clear his Faith. 

Sig. Save ne from tha. — hat would be worſe 

than a! ! 
Li, Lvaticp m Brother's Words; who then 
C * Began 
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Began to talk of ſome dark Impoſition, 

That had decev'd us all: When, interrupted, 
We heard your Father and Earl O/zond near, 
As ſummon'd to Coanſiantia's Court they went. 

Sig. Ha! Impoſition ?—Well !—IfI am doom'd 

To be, o'er all my Sex, the Wretch of Lore, 
In vain I would refilt—Give me the Letter 
To know the worſt is ſome Reiieft—A tas ! 

It was not thus, with ſuch dire Palpitations, 
That, Tancred, once I us'd to read thy Letters. 

[ Attempts to read the Letter, but gives it to Laura. 
Ah! fond Remembrance blinds me! - Read it, Laura. 
Laura reads. 

Deliver me, Sigiſmunda, from that moſt exquiſite 
Miſery, which a faithful Heart can Juffer % be 
thought baſe by Her, from whije Ej um even Virtue 
b:;rr.ucs new Charms. When 1 jubmitted to my crucl 
Situation, it ac, not Fulu c you beheld, tut an Ex- 
ceſs of Love. Rather than endanger that, [ for a dci 
gave up my Honcur. Every Moment, till 1 fee you, 
flabs me with ſeverer Pangs than real Guilt itſelf can 
feel. Let me then conjure you to meet me in the Garden, 
towards the Cliſe of the Day, when | xill explain this 
Myſtery. We have been moſt inhumanly abuſid; and 
t hat by the Means of the very Paper which | gave y:u, 
from the warmeſt Sincerity of Lowe, ta aſſure to y:u the 
Heart and Hand of TANCKED, 

Sig. There, Laura, there the dreadful Secret ſprung ! 
That Paper! ah that Paper! it ſuggeſts 
A thouſand horrid 'Thoughts—T to my Father 
Gave it; and he perhaps dare not caſt 
A Look that Way—lf yet indeed you love me, 

O blaſt me not, kind Tarcred, with the Truth! 

O pitying keep me ignorant for ever! 

What ſtrange peculiar Miſery is mine ? 

Reduc'd to with the Man I love were falle ! 

Why was I hurry'd to a Step ſo rath ? 

Repairleſs Woe—lI might have waited, ſure, 

A few ſhort Hours—No Duty that forbade 

[ ew'd thy Love that Juſtice; till this Day 

Thy Love an Image of ail-perfe& Goodn. >! 

A Beam from Heaven that glow'd with er'ry Virtue ! 
| And 
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And have I thrown this Prize of Life away? 

The piteous Wreck of one diſtracted Moment? 

Ah the cold Prudence of remorſeleſs Age! 

Ah Parents, Traitors to your Children's Bliſs ! 

Ah curs'd, ah blind Revenge On every Hand 

T was betray'd—You Laura, too betray'd me! 
Laura. Who, who, but he, whate'er he writes, be- 


Or falſe or puſillanimous. For once, [tray'd you? 


IT will with you ſuppoſe, that this Agreement 
To the King's Will was forg'd—Tho' forg'd, by whom? 
Your Father ſcorns the Crime—Yet what avails it? 
This, if it clears his Truth, condemns his Spirit. 
A youthful King, by Love and Honour fir'd, 
Patient to fit on his inſulted Throne, 
And let an Outrage, of fo high a Nature, 
Unpuniſh'd paſs, uncheck'd, uncontradicted 
O 'iis a Meanneſs equal even to Falſhood ! 

ig. Laura, no more We have already judg'd 
Too largely without Knowledge. Oft, what ſeems 
A Trifle, a meer Nothing, by itſelf, 
In certain Situations, turns the Scale 
Of Fate, and rules the moſt impertant Actions. 
Yes, I begin to feel a ſad Preſage: 
I am undone, from that cternal Source 
Of human Woes—the judgment of the Paſſions. 
ut what have I to do with thete Excuſes? 
O ccaſe, my treacherous Heart, to give them Room ! 
It ſuits not thee to plead a Lover's Cauſe ; 
Even to lament my Fate is now Diſhonour. 
Nought now remains, but with relentleſs Purpoſe, 
To ſhun all Interviews, all clearing up | 
Of this dark Scene; to wrap myſelf in Gloom, 
In Solitude and Shades; there to devour 
The filent Sorrows ever ſwelling here; 
And fince I muſt be wretched—for I muſt— 
To claim the mighty Mitery myſelf, 
Engrofs it all, and ſpare a hapleſs Father. 
Hence let me fly! the Hour approaches 

Laura. Madam, 
Behold, he comes— the King 

Sig. Heavens ! how eſcape ? | 
No—I will ſtay — This one laſt Meeting—Leave me. 
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SCENE IL 


Taxca kb, SIGISMUNDA. 
Tan. And are theſe long long Hours of Torture paſt? 
My Life! my Sigi/munda / 
[ Throwing himſelf at her Feet. 
Sig. Riſe, my Lord, 
To ſee my Sovereign thus no more becomes me. 
Tan. O let me kiſs the Ground on which you tread ! 
Let me exhale my Soul in ſofteſt Tranſports! 
Since I again embrace my Sigi/munda / [ Rifing, 
Unkind ! how couldft thou ever deem me falſ ? 
How thus diſhonour Love ?—-O I could much 
Embitter my Complaint low low were then 
Thy Thoughts of me? How didſt thou then affront 
The human Heart itſelf? After the Vows, 
The fervent Truth, the tender Proteſtations, 
Which mine has often pour'd, to let thy Breaft, 
Whate'cr th' Appearance was, admit Suſpicion ? 
Sig. How! when I heard myſelf your full Conſent 
To the late King's juſt and prudent Will? 
Heard it before you read, in ſolemn Senate: 
When I beheld you give your royal Hand 
To her, whoſe Birth and Dignity, of Right, 
Demands that high Alliance? Yes, my Lord, 
You have done well. The Man, whom Heaven appoints 
To govern others, ſhou!u himſelf firſt learn 
To bind his Paſſions to the Sway of Reaſon. 
In all you have done well, but when you bid 
My humbled tiopes look up to you again, | 
And ſout id with wanton Cruelty my Weakneſs— 
That too was well. Aly Vanity deſerv'd 
The ſharp Rebuke, whoſe fond Extravgance 
Could ever dream to balance your Repoſe, 
Your Glory and the Welfare of a People. | 
Tanc. Chide on, chide on. 'Thy fott Reproaches 
now, 
Inſtead of wounding, only footh ny Fondues. 
No, u, chou charming Conſort of ny sous! 
I never lov'd thee with tuch ien hſul Ardor, 
As in that cruel m.teravle Moment 
You 
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You thought me falſe; when even my Honour ſtoop'd 
To wear tor thee a batfled Face of Baſeneſs. 

It was thy barbarous Father, Si-i/munda, 

Who caught me in the Toil. le turn'd that Paper, 
Meant for th' aſſuring Bond of nuptial Love, 

To ruin it for ever ; he, he wrote 

That forg'd Conſent, you heard, beneath my Name; 
Nay dar'd before my outrag'd Throne to read it! 
Had he not been thy Father kla! my Love! 

You tremble, you grow pale. 

Sig. Oh leave me, Tanco cd. 

Tan. No! Leave thee ?— Never! never! till you ſet 
My Heart at Peace, till theſe dear Lip again 
Pronounce thee mine! without thee I renounce 
Myſelf, my Friends, the Worl---Here on this Hand- 

Sig. My Lord, forget that Hand, which never now 
Can be to thine united— 

Tanc. Sigiſmunda ! 

What doft thou mean? thy Words, thy Look, thy 
Manner, 

Seem to conceal ſome horrid Secret—Heavens !— 

No—That was wild Diſtraction fires that Thought! 

Sig. Enquire no more — I never can be thine. 

Tan. What, who ſhall interpoſe? who dares attempt 
To brave the Fury of an injur'd King ? 

Who, ere he ſecs thee rav ſh'd from his Hopes, 
Will wrap all blazing Sicilh in Flames — 
Sig. In vain your Power, my Lord——This fatal 
Error, 
Join'd to my Father's unrelenting Will, 
Has plac'd an everlafting Bar betwixt us 
I am Earl O/meond's Wife. 

Tanc. Earl O/ſmond's Wite ! —— 

[After a ling Pau, during which they look at one 
another with the higheft Agitation and moſt tender 
Diſftrcſ+. 

i Did I hear thee right? What! marry'd! 
marry'd ! 

Loſt to thy faithful Tancred! loſt for ever! 

Couldſt thou then doom me to ſuch matchleſs Woe, 

Without ſo much as hearing me? Diftrattion !— 

Alas! what haſt thou done? Ah Sigi/munda ! 
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Thy raſh Credulity has done a Deed, 
Which of two happieſt Lovers that cer felt 
The bliſsful Power, has made two finiſh'd Wretches! 
But— Madneſs ! Sure, thou know'ſt it cannot be! 
This Hand is mine! a thouſand thouſand Vows 


SCENE II. 


TancreD, Os uon, SictsMUNDA. 
On. [ fuctching ler Hand from the King.) Madam, 
this Hand, by the moiſt ſolemn Rites, 

A little Hour ago, was given to me, 
And did not ſover:ign Honour now command me, 
Never but with my Life to quit my Claim, 
I would renounce it thus! 

Tanc. Ha ! who art Thou! 
Preſumptuous Man! 

Sig. CLaſide.] Where is my Father! Heavens! 
* | [ Goes out. 

On. One thou ſhouldit better know Yes-—view 

me — one! 

Who can and will maintain his Rights and Honour, 
Againſt a faithleſs Prince, an upſtart King, 
Whoſe firft baſe Deed is what a harden'd Tyrant 
Would bluſh to act. 

Tarc. Inſolent O/merd ! know, 
This upftart King will hurl Confuſion on thee, | 
And all who ſhall invade his ſacred Rights, | 
Prior to Thine — Thine founded on Compulſion, 
On infamous Deceit, while his proceed 
From mutual Love and free long-plighted Faith. 
She is, and ſhall be mine! I w:ll annul, 
By the high Power with which the Laws inveſt me, 
Thoſe gily Forms in which. you have entrapp'd 
Baſely entrapp'd, to thy deteſted Nuptials, 
My Queen betroth'4 ; who has my Heart, my Hand, 
And ſhall partake my Throne—If, haughty Lord, 
If this thou didſt not know, then know it now! 
And know beſides, that, having told thee this, 
Shouldſt thou but think to urge thy Treaſon further 
Than Treaſon more ! Treaſon againſt my Love ! 
Thy Life ſhall anſwer for it 


Om. 
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Oſm. Ha! my Lite — 

It moves my Scorn to hear thy empty Threats. 

When was it that a Norman baron's Lite 

Became ſo vile, as on the Frowns of Kings 

To hang ? Of that my Lord the Law muſt judge: 

Or it the Law be weak, mv Guardian Sword 
Tanc. Dare not to touch it, Traitor! let my Rage 

Break looſe, and do a Deed that miſbecomes me. 


SCENE IV. 


TaxcreD, Strratbt, Oos. 
Sig. Tentering.) My graciuus Lord! what is it I 
benold? 

My Sovereign in Contention with his Subject ? 
Surely this Honſe deſerves from royal Tancred 
A little more Regard, than to be made 
A Scene of Trouble and unſecmly Jars, 
It grieves my Soul, it baffles every Hope, 
It makes me ſick cf Life, to fee thy Glory 
Thus blaſted in the Bud—Heavens ! can your Highneſs 
From your exalted Character deſcend, 
The Dignity of Virtue; and, inſtead 
Of being the Protector of our Rights, 
The holy Guardian of domeſtic Bliſs, 
Unkindly thus difturb the ſweet Repoſe, 
The ſanctimonious Peace of Families; 
For which alone the free-born Race of Men 
To Government ſubmit ? 

Tanc. My Lord Siffredi, 
Spare the Rebuke. The Duties of my Station 
Are not to me unknown But thou, old Man, 
Doſt thou not bluſh to talk of Rights invaded ? 
And of our beſt our deareft Rights difturb'd ? 
Thou! who with more than barbarous Perfidy 
Haſt trampled all Allegiance, Juftice, Truth, 
Humanity itſelf, beneath thy Feet? | 
Thou knoweſt thou hafſt—I could, to thy Contulion, 
Return thy hard Reproaches ; but I ſpare thee, 
Before this Lord, for whole ill- ſorted Friendſhip 
Thou haft moft baſcly facrific*d thy Daughter. 
Farewel, my Lord !—For thee, Lord Conſtable, 
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Who doſt preſume to lift thy ſurly Eye 

To my ſoft Love, my gentle Sigi/munda, 

I once agam command thee, on thy Life— 
Yes—chew thy Rage—but mark me—on thy Life, 
No further urge thy arrogant Pretenſions ! 


SCENE V. 


SIFFREDI, OsSMOND. - 

O/m. Ha! arrogant Pretenſions! Heaven and Earth! 
What ! arrogant Pretenlions to my Wife ? 
My wedded Wife! where are we ? In a Land 
Of Civil Rule, of Liberty and Laws ?—— 
Not on my Life purſue them? Giddy Prince! 
My Life diſclains thy Nod. It is the Gift 
Of Parent Heaven, who gave me too an Arm, 
A Spirit to defend it againſt Tyrants. 
The Norman Race, the Sons of mighty Rolle, 
Who, ruſhing in a Tempeſt from the North, 
Great Nurſe of generous Freemen ! bravely won 
With 1 own Swords their Seats, and ſtill poſſeſs 

them 

By the ſame noble Tenure, are not us'd 
To hear ſuch Languag-—If I now deſiſt, 
Then brand me for a Coward ! deem me Villain! 
A Traitor to the Public! By this Conduct 
Deceiv'd, betray'd, inſulted, tyranniz'd, 
Mine is a common Cauſe. My Arm ſhall guard, 
Mix'd with my own, the Rights of each Sicilian, 
Of ſocial Lite, and of Mankind in general. 
Fre to thy tyrant Rage they fall a Prey, 
I ſhall find Means to ſhake thy tottering Throne, 
Which this illegal, this perfidious Uſage 
Forfeits at once, and cruth thee in the Ruins ! — 
Conflantia is my Queea ! 

S. Lord Conftab]:, 
Let us be ſtedfaſt in the Right; but let us 
Act with cool Prudence, and with manly Temper, 
As well as manly Firmne!:. True, I own, 
Th' Indignities you fuffer are fo high, 
As might even juftify what now you threaten. 
But it, my Lerd, we can prevent the Woes, 1 

The 
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The cruel Horrors of inteftine War, 
Yet hold untouch'd our Liberties and Laus; 
O let us, rais'd above the turbid Sphere 
Of little ſelfiſn Patſions, nobly do it ! 
Nor to our hot intemperate Pride pour out 
A dire L.oatiou of Cicrhan Blood. 
Tis Godlike Magnanimity, to keep, 
When mott provok'd, our Reaſon calm and clear, 
And execute her Will, from a ftrong Senſe 
Ot what is rigit, withont the vulgar Aid 
Of Heat and Palſion, which, tho' honeſt, bear us 
Often too far. Remember that my Houſe 
Protects my Daughter ftill ; and ere I'd ſee her 
Thus raviſh*d from us, by the Arm of Power, 
This Hand ſhould act th: Roman Father's Part. 
Fear not ; be temperate ; all will yet be well. 
I know the King. At firſt his Paſlions burft 
Quick as the Lightning's Flaſh : But in his Breet 
Honour and Juftice dwell—Truft me, to Reaſun 
He will re: urn. 

O/m. He will! By Heavens, he ſhall ! 
You know the King—T wiſh, my Lord Sz redi, 
That yuu had cdeign'd to tell me all you know —— 
And would you have me wait, with duteous Patience, 
Till he return to Reuſon? Fire! and Fury! 
When he has planted on cur Neck his Foot, 
And trod us into Slaves; when his vain Pride 
Is cloy'd with our Sabmiilion: if, at laſt, 
He finds his Arm tco weak, to ſhake the Frame 
Of wile eſtabliſh' d Order cut of joint, 
Aut overturn all Tuitice ; then, perchance, 
He in a Fit of ſickiy kind Repentance, 
May make a Merit to r-turn to Reaſon. 
No, no, ny Lora !—— here is a nobl-r Way 
To cach che band ppreilive Fury Reaſon : 
Oft hos the Luſtre «tr av ging Steel 
Unſeal'd her ſtupid Eyes Ihe Sword is Reaſon? 


SCENE 


K. 
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SCENE VI. 
SIFFREDI, OSMonD, RoDoLPHo, with Guard:. 


Rod. My Lord High Conftable of Sicily, 
In the King's Name, and by his ſpecial Order, 
I here arreit you Priſoner of State. 
On. What King? I know no King of Sicily, 
Unleſs he be the Huſband of C:nffantra. 
Red. Then know him now—Bchold his royal Or- 
To bear you to the Caftle of Palermo. [ders, 
Siff. Let the big Torrent foam its Madneſs off. 
Submit, my Lord No Caftle long can hold 
Our Wrongs—T his, more than Friendſhip or Alliance, 
Confirms me thine; this binds me to thy Fortunes, 
By the ſtrong Tic of common Injury, 
Which nothing can ditfolve—=TI grieve, Rage/pho, 
To ſee the Reign in ſuch unhappy Sort 
Begin. 
O/mz. The Reign! the Uſurpation call it! 
This Meteor King may blaze a while, but ſoon 
Mutt ſpend his idle 'Terrors—Sir, lead on 
Farewel, my Lord - More than my Life and Fortune, 
Remember well, is in your Hands—my Honour ! 
SF. Our Honour is the ſame. My Son farewel— 
We ſhall not long be parted. On theſe Eyes 
Sleep ſhall not ſlied his Balm, till I behold thee 
Reſtur'd to Free1oum, or partake thy Bonds. 
Even noble Courage is not void of Blame, 
Till nobler Patience ſanctiſies its Flame. 


—_—— 


ACT d. SCENE-I 


SIFFREDI alone. 
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Abated nought, molt ardent in his Purpole ; 
Inex-rably fix'd, whate'er the Riſque, | 
To claim my Daughter, and diffolve this Marriage— 
I have embark'd, upon a perilous Sca, 
A mighty Treaſure. Here, the rapid Youth, 
Th' impetuous Patſions of a Lover-King 
Check my bold Courſe; and there, the jealous Pride. 
Th' impatient Honour of a haughty Lord, 
Of the firſt Rank, in Intereft and Dependants 
Near equal to the King. forbid Retreat. 
My Honour too, the fame unchang'd Conviction, 
That theſe my Meaſures were, and ſall remain, 
Ot abſolute Neceility, to ſave 
The Land from Civil Fury, urge me on. 
But how proceed ? [ only tatter ruſh 
Upon the deſperate Evils I would ſhun. 
Whate'er the Motive be, Deczit, I fear, 
And harſh unnatural Force are not the Means 
Of Public Welfare or of Private Blits 
Bear Witneſs, Heaven! Thou Mind-inſpiring Exe! 
My Breaſt is pure. I have preferr'd my Duty, 
The Good and Safety of my Fellow Subjects, 
To all thoſe Views that fire the ſelfiſh Race 
Of Men, and mix them in eternal Broils. 
Enter an Offcer belonging ta SIFFREDT. 

Officer. My Lord, a Man ot noble Port, his Face 
Wrapp'd in Diſguiſe, is carneft for Admithon. 

Sig. Go, bid him enter cer goes cut. 
Ha! wrapp'd in Ditguitc ! 
And at this late unſeaſonable Hour! 
When o'er the Worid tremendous Midnight reigns, 
By the dice Gloom of raging 'Tempeſt doubled 


SCENE IL 


Strrakbi, OsMoND diſcovering himſelf. 


Sig. What! Ha! Earl nend, you! Welcome 
once more 
To this glad Ryof !—But why in this Diſgniſe ? 
Wouid I could hope the King excceds his Promiſe! 
I have his Faith, toon as To morrow's Sun 


Shall 


60 TAN CR E D and 


Shall gild Sicilia's Cliffs, you ſhuuld be free, — 
Has ſome good Angel turn'd his Heart to Juſtice ? 
O/m. It is not by the Favour of Count Tancred 
That I am here. As much I ſcorn his Favour 
As I defy his Tyranny and Threats 
Our Friend CS, who commands the Caſtle, { 
On my Parole, ere Dawn, to render back 
My Perſon, has permitted me this Freedom. 
Know then, the faithleſs Outrage of To-day, 
By him committed whom you call the King, 
Has rous'd Conſtantia's Court. Our Friends the 
Friends 
Of Virtue, Juſtice, and of public Faith, 
Ripe for Revolt, are in high Ferment all. 
This, this, they fay, exceeds whate'er deform'd 
The miſerable Days we ſaw beneath 
William the Bad. This ſaps the ſolid Baſe, 
At once, of Government and private Lite ; 
This ſhameful Impoſition on the Faith, 
The Majcfty of Senates, this lewd Inſult, 
This Violation of the Rights of Men. 
Added to theſe, his ignominious 'Freatmen* 
Of her, tl illuftrious Off:p:ing of our Kings, 
Sicilia's Hope, and now our royal Mittrefs. 
You know, my Lord, how grofly thefe infringe 
The late King's Will; which orders, if Count 7 ancree 
Make not Conflentia Partner of his Throne, 
That he be quite excluded the Succeſſion, — 
And ſhe to Henry given, King of the Romans. 
The potent Emperor Barbereſſa's Son, | 
Who feeks with earnett Inftance her Alliance. 
I thence of you, as Guardian of the Laws, 
As Guardian of this Will to you entruſted, 
Delire, nay more, demand, your inftant Aid, 
To ſce it put in vigorous Execution. 
Siff. You cannot doubt, my Lord. of my Con- 
currence. 
Who more than I have labour'd this great Point ? 
"Tis my own Pian And it I drop it now, 
I ſhou'd be juftiy branded with the Shame 
Ot raih Advice, or deſpicable Veakneſs. 
But let us not pcecipitate the Matter. 


Conſtantia's 


-_ 
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Canſlania's Friends are numercus and ſtrong; 

Yet Tancred's, truft me, are of equal Force. 
E'er fince the Secret of his Birth was known, 
The People all are in a Tumult hurl 4 

Of bouniefs Joy, to har there lives a Prince 
Ot mighty Gar/card's Linz, Nutmbers, beſides, 
Of powerful Barons, hie at Heart had pin'd, 
To ſce th: Reign of their Forctathers, 

Won by imm.-rtal Deeds ot metchicls Valour, 
Paſs from the gallant Au mans io the Suri, 

Will, with a kind of Rage, eſpouſe his Cauſe 
'Tis ſo my Lord—be not by Patton blindeg— 
'Tis ſurely ſfo—O ! if our prating Virtue 
Dwells not in Words alone O let us join, 
My generous O , to avert theſe Woes, 
And yet ſuftain our tottering Norman Kingdom. 

Oſir. But how. Siffredi ? how ?—It by ſoft Means 
We can maintain our Rights, and fave our Country, 
May his unnatural Blood firft ftain the Sword, 

Who with unpitying Fury firſt ſhall draw it. 

Si. I have a Thought The glorious Work be 
But it requires an awful Flight of Virtue, [ thine. 
Above the Paſſions of the vulgar Breaft, 

And thence from thee I hope it, noble O/monad— 
Suppoſe my Daughter, to her God devoted, 

Were plac'd within ſome Convent's facred Verge, 
Beneath the dread Protection of the Altar 

O/m. Ere then, by Heavens! I would devoutly ſhave 
My holy Scalp, turn whining Monk myſcif, 

And pray inceſſant for the 'Tyrant's Safety. ——— 
What! How! becauſe an inſolent Invader, 

A ſacrilegious Tyrant, in Contempt 

Of all thoſe noble Rights, which to maintain 

Is Man's pecudar Pride, demands my Wife; 
That I ſhall mus betray the common Cauſe 

Of human Kind, and tamely yield her up, 

Even in the Manne: you propuſe—O then 

I were ſupremely vile! degrade. ! ſhamn'd! 

The Scorn of Miho and aobora ut Honour! 

Siff. 'theie is, my Lord, an Ec: ur, the calm Child 


Of Kcaſon, of Humanity an! Mercy, 
= Oupcrivc tar to this punctilious Deinun, 
| That 
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That ſingly minds itſelf, and oft embroils, 
With proud barbarian Niceties the World! 
O/m. My Lord, my Lord !—I cannot brook your 
Prudence 
It holds a Pulſe unequal to my Blood 
Unblemiſh'd Honour is the Flower of Virtue ! 
The vivifying Soul! and he who flights it 
Will leave the other dull and lifelets Droſs. 
Si, No more You are too warm. 
On. You are too cool. 
Sif. Too cool, my Lord! I were indeed too cool, 
Not to reſent this Language, and to tell thee 
I with Eail Oſnend were as cool as I 
To his own ſelfiſn Blits—ay, and as warm 
To that of others—Butr of this no more 
My Daughter is thy Wife I gave her to thee, 
And will againſt all Force maintain her thine. 
But think not I will catch thy headlong Paſſions, 
Whirl'd in a Blaze of Madneſs o'er the Land; 
Or, till the laſt Extremity compel me, 
Riſque the dire Means of War—The King To-mor- 
row, 
Will ſet you free ; and, if by gentle Means 
He does not yield my Daughter to thy Arms, 
And wed Conflantia, as the Will requires, 
Why then expect me on the Side of Juftice 
Let that ſuffice. 
O/m. It does Forgive my Heat. 
My rankled Mind, by Injuries inflam'd, 
May be too prompt to give and take Offence. 
Siff. Tis pats'd—Your Wrongs, I own, may won 
tranſport 
The wiſeſt Mind - But henceforth, noble O/nond, 
Do me more Juſtice, honour more my Truth, 
Nor mark me with an Eye of ſquint Sufpicion—— 
Theſe Jars apart—You may repoſe your Soul 
On my firm Faith and unremitting Friendſhip. 
Of that I ſure have given exalted Proof, 
And the next Sun we ſee ſhall prove it n 
Return, my Son, and from your Friend Goffreda 
Releaſe your Word. There try, by ſoft Repoſe, 
To calm your Breaſt. 


Om. 
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O/m. Bid the vext Ocean fleep, 

Swept by the Pinions of the raging North 
But your fiail Age, by Care and Toil exhaufted, 
Demands the Balm of all-repairing Reſt. 

S.. Soon as To-mcrrow's Dawn ſtall ſtreak the 

Skies, 

I, with my Friends in ſolemn State aſſembled, 
Will to the Palace and demand your Freedom. 
Then by calm Reaſon, or by higher Means, 
The King ſuall quit his Claim, and in the Face 
Of Sn, my Daughter ſhall be yours. 
Farewel. 


O,m. My Lord, good Night. 


SCENE. IV. 


OsMonD alone. [ter a long Pauſe. 


I like him not 
Ves— have mighty Matter of Suſpicion. 

"Tis piain I tee it Lurking in his Breaſt, 
He has a fooliſh Fondneſs for this King 

My Honour is not ſafe, while here my Wife 
Remains—W ho knows but he this very Night 
May bear her to ſome Convent as he mention d 
The King too tho I ſmother'd up my Kage, 

I mark'd it well —--will ſet me free 'To-morrow. 
Why not To-night ?. he has ſome dark Deſign 
By Heavens! he has—I am abus'd moſt groſly; 
Made the vile 'Tool of this old Stateſman's Schemes ; 
Marry'd to one Ay, and he knew it—One 
Who loves yeung TJancred“ hence her ſwooning Tears, 
And all her tuft Diftreſs, when ſhe diſgrac'd me, 

By baic!y giving her perfidious Hand 

Without her Heart Hell and Perdition ! This, 
This is the Pertidy ! This is the fell, 

The keen, envenom'd, exquiſite Diſgrace! 

Which to a Man of Honour even exceeds 

The Falſchood of the Perſon - But I now 

Will rouge me from the poor tame Lethargy, 

By my bciieving Fon incts caſt upon me. 

I will not wait his crawling timid Motions, 


Perhaps 


-- 
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Perhaps to blind me meant, which he To- morrow 
Has promis'd to purſuc. No! ere his Eyes 

Shall open on 'Tou-morrow's orient Beam, 

Iwill convince him hat Earl O/mond never 

Was ſorm'd to be his Dupe—lI know full well 

Th' important Weight and Danger of the Deed ; 
But to a Man, hum greater Uangers preſs, 
Driven to the Brink of Infamy and Horror, 
Raſhneſs itſelf,” and utter Deſperation, 

Are the beſt Prutence—T will bear her off 

This Night, and lodge her in a Place of Safety. 
I have a truſty Band that waits nor far. 

Hence! Let me loſe no Time One rapid Moment 
Should ardent form, at once, and execute 

A bold Defign-— Tis fix'd—'Tis done! Yes, then, 
When I have ſeiz'd the Prize of Love and Honour, 
And with a Friend iecur'd her; to the Caftle 

I will repair, and claim Goffrcds's Promiſe 

To riſe with all his Garrifon—My Friends 

With brave Impatience wait. The Mine is laid, 
And only wants my kindling Touch to ſpring. 


SCENE IV. 
SIGISMUNDA's Apartment. 


StG1S$MUNDA, LAusA. 
Laura. Heavens! tis a fearful Night! 
Sig. Ah! the black Rage 
Of midnight Tempeſt, or the aſſuring Smiles 
Of radiant Morn are equal all to me. 
Nought now has ©'harms er Terrors to my Breaſt, 
The Scat of ftupic Woe! 
Kind Reft, perhaps, may huſh my Woes a little 
O for that quiet Sleep that knows no Morning ! 
Law .. Madam, indeed I know not how to go, 
Inaulge my Fondneſs Let me waich a while 
By yow tad Bed, till rh-ſe dread Hurs thall paſs. 
ig. Alas! what is he Toi of Elements, 
This ide Perturbation of the Sky, 
To what I feel with. un- O tha the Fires 
Ot pi ing Heaven would point their Fury here! 
Goodnigut, my dearch Laure! 


Laura. 


Leave me my Laura; 
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Laura. Oh I know not 
What this Oppreihon means—but 'tis with Pain, 
Wich Tears, i can perſuade myſelf to leave you— 
Well then—Goodnight my deareſt Sigi/munda ! 


SCENE V. 


Sig. And am I then alone :- -The moſt undone, 
Mott wretched Being, now beneath the Cope 
Of this affrighted Gloom that wraps the World !— 
I faid I did not fear—Ah me! I feel 
A fhivering Horror run thro” all my Powers! 
O I am nought but Tumult, Fears and Weakneſs ! 
And yet how idle Fear when Hope is gone, 
Gone, gone for cver ! --O thou gentle Scene 
| [Looking towards her Bed. 
Of ſweet Repoſe, where by th' oblivious Draught 
Of each fad toilſuome Day, to Peace reſtor'd, 
Unhappy Mortals loſe their Woes awhile, 
Thou haſt no Peace for me What ſhall I do? 
How paſs this dreadful Night fo big with Terror !----- 
Here, with the Midnight Shades, here will I fit, 
[ftting down. 
A Prey to dire Deſpair, and ceaſcleſs weep 
The Hours away---Bleſs me !---I heard a Noiſe 
[ farting up. 
No- I miſtook---Nothing but Silence reigns 
And awful Midnight round---Again !---O Heavens! 
My Lord the King ! 


SCENE VI. 
TAarxcRED, SIGIHSMUNDA. 


Tanc. Be nat alarm'd, my Love! 
Sg. My Royal Lord! why at this Midnight Hour, 
How came you h:ther ? 
Tanc. By that ſecret Way 
My Love contriv'd, when we, in happier Days, 
Us'd to devote theſe Hours, ſo much in vain 
To Vows of Love and everlatting Friendſhip. | 
Sig. Why will yuu thus perſiſt to add new — 
| To 
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To her Diſtreſs, who never can be thine ? 

O fly me! fly! You know 
Tanc. I know too much. 

O how I could reproach thee, Sigi/munda / 

Pour out my in;ured Soul in juſt Complaints! 

But now the 'Time permits not. Theſe ſwift Mo- 

ments 

I told thee how thy Father's Artifice 

Forc'd me to ſcem perfidious in thy Eyes. 

Ah. fatal Blind neſs! not to have obſerv'd 

The mingled Pangs Rage and Love that ſhook me, 

When, by my crucl public Situation 

Compell'd, I only f-ign'a Conſent to gain 

A little Time, and more ſecure thee mine. 

E'er ſince—A dreadful Interval of Care! 

My Thoughts have been employ'd, not without Hope, 

How to defeat Si edi's barbarous Purpoſe. 

Bat thy Credulity has ruin'd all, 

Thy raſh, thy wild—I know not what to name it— 

Oh it has prov'd the giddy Hopes of Man 

To be Deluſion all, and fickening Folly ! 

Sig. Ah, generous Taxcred ! ah thy Truth deftroys 
Yes, yes, tis I, *tis I alone am falſe! [me ! 
My haſty Rage, join'd to my tame Submiſſion, 
More than the moft exalted filial Duty 
Could cer demand, has daſh'd our Cup of Fate 
With Bitterneſs unequall'd—But, alas 
What are thy Woes to mine ?—to mine juſt Heaven! 
Now is thy Turn of Vengeance—hate, renounce me ! 
O leave me to the Fate I well deſerve, 

To fink in hopeleſs Miſery ! at leaſt, 
Try to forget the worthleſs Sigi/munda / 

Tanc. Forget thee! No! Thou art my Soul itſelf, 
I have no Thought, no Hope, no With but thee ! 
Even this repeated Injury ; the Fears, 

That rouſe me all to Madneſs, at the Thought 
Of loſing thee; the whole collected Pains 

Of my full Heart, ſerve but to make thee dearer ! 
Ah, how forget thee! Much muſt be forgot 
Ere Tancred can forget his Sigi/munda / 


Sig. 


— 
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Sig. But you, my Lord, muſt make that great Effort. 
Tanc. Can Sigi/munda make it ? 
Sig. Ah! I know not 
With what Succeſs—But all that feeble Woman 
And L-+c-cntangied Reaſon can perform, 
I, to the utmoſt, will exert to do it. 
Tanc. Fear not Tis done If thou can'ſt form the 
Thought, 
Succeſs is fure—T am forgot already! 
Sig. Ah Tancred /—BPut, my Lord, refpe& me more. 
Think who I am—What can you now propctc ? 
anc. To claim the plighted Vows which Heaven 
has heard, 
To vindicate the Rights of holy Love, 
By Faith and Honour bound, to which compar'd 
Theſe empty Forms, which have enſnar'd thy Hand, 
Are impious Guile, Abuſe, and Profa nation 
Nay as a King, whoſe high Prerogative 
By this unlicens'd Marriage is affronted, 
To bid the Laws themſelves pronounce it void. 
Sig. Honour, my Lord, is much too proud to catch 
At every ſlender Twig of nice Diſtinctions. 
Theſe for th' unfeeling Vulgar may do well : 


But thoſe, whoſe Souls are by the nicer Rule 


Of virtuous Delicacy nobly ſway'd, 
Stand at another Bar than that of Laws. 
Then ceaſe to urge me Since I am not born 
To that exalted Fate to be your Wife! 
I am the Wife of an iiluftrious Lord, 
Of your own princely Blood ; and what I am, 
I will with proper Dignity remain. 
Retire, my royal Lord There is no Means 
To cure the Wounds this fatal Day has given. 
We meet no more! 

Tanc. Oh barbarous Sig:i/munda ! 
And canſt thou talk thus ſteadily ? thus treat me 
With ſuch unpitying, unrelenting Rigour ? 
Poor is the Love, that, rather than give up 
A little Pride, a little formal Pride, 
The Breath of Vanity! can bear to ſee 
The Man, whoſe Hcart was once dear to thine, 
By many a tender Vow ſo mix'd tegether, 


A Prey 
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A Prey to Anguiſh, Fury and Diſtraction! 
Thou canſt not tuz-ly make me ſuch a Wretch, 
Thou canſt not, Sigi/manda! Yet relent, 
O ſave us yet ! ——=&27#/1h2, with my Guards, 
Waits in the Garden Let ns ſ2ize the Moments 
We nc'er may have again Vith more than Power 
I will aſſert thee mine, with faireſt Honour. 
The World ſhall even approve : cach honeſt Boſom 
Swell with a kin lred Joy to ſeg us happy. 
Sig. The World approve !----What is the World to 
me? 
The conſcious Mind is its own awful World. 
And yet, perhaps, if thou wert not a King, 
I know not, Tancred, what I might have done. 
Then, then, my Con !uct fanctify'd by Love, 
Could not be deem'd, by the ſevereſt judge, 
The mean Effect of Intereſt, or Ambition. 
But now not all my partial Heart can plead, 
Shall ever ſhake the unalterable Dictates 
That tyrannize my Breaft. 
T anc. Tis well No more 
I yield me to my Fate——Yes, yes, Inhuman! 
Since thy Barbarian Heart is fteel'd by Pride, 
Shut up to Love and Pity, here behold me! 
Caſt on the Ground, a vile and abject Wretch ! 
Loft to all Cares, all Dignities, all Duties ! 
Here will I grow, breathe ont my faithful Soul, 
Here, at thy Feet---Death, Death alone ſhall part us! 
Sig Have you then vow'd to drive me to Perdition ? 
What can I more? Yes, Tancred ! once again 
I will forget the Dignity my Station 
Commands me to ſuftain---tor the laſt Time 
Will tell thee, that, I fear, no Ties, no Duty, 
Can ever root thee from my hapleſs Boſom. 
O leave me! fly me! were it but in Pity !- - 
To fee what once we tenderly have lov'd, 
Cut off from every Hope———cut off for ever! 
Is Pain, thy Generoſity ſhould ſpare me. 
Then riſe, my Lord; and it you truly love me; 
If you reſpect my Honour, nay my Peace, 
Retire! For tho' th' Emotions ef my Heart 
Can ne'er alarm my Virtue; yet, alas! 


They 


1 
( 
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They tear it ſo, they pierce it with ſuch Anguiſh —— 
Oh 'tis too much !---I cannot bear the Conflict! 


SCENE. VII. 
TaxcreDd, OsmorD, SIGHSMUNDA. 


OsMond, entering, 
Turn, Tyrant! turn! and anſwer to my Honour 
For this thy baſe inſufferable Outrage! 
Tanc. Iuſolent Traitor! think not to eſca 
Thyſelf my Vengeance! [They fight. Oſmond alli. 
Sig. Help here! Help! O Heavens ! 
(1 hrowing herſelf down by him. 
Alas, my Lord, what meant your headlong Rage: 
That Faith, which I, this Day upon the Altar 
To you devoted, is unblemiſh'd, pure, 
As Veital Truth; was icfolutely yours, 
Beyond the Power of auglit on Earth to ſhake it. 
O/m. Pertidious Woinau ! die!» 
[Shortening his Sword, he plunges it into her Breaſt. 


and to the Grave 
Attend a Huſband, yet but halt aveng'd ! 


Tanc. O Horror! Horror! exccrable Villain! 
On. And, Tyrant! tnou!---thou ſhalt not o'er my 
Tomb 
Exult tis well tis great !---I die content. [ dies. 


SCENE VIII. 


TaxcreED, SIFFREDL, Ropolrho, SIGISMUNDA, LAURA. 
T anc. (throwing Himself din by Sigiſmunda. 
Quick! here! bring Aid! All in Palermo bring 
W hoſe Skill can fave her. -Ah! that gentle Boſom 
Pours faſt he streams ot Life. 
gig. All Aid is vain, 
I fee. the powe.rul ILind of Death upon me 


B Oit flags a >+ce.ncts th ro' my Fate, 


* hai Inte 38 4. „ dV), w thout Blame, 


May in: cru Ans 1chgn my Soul! 
Tanc Lin- in the Voice! fo gently mild, 
So fac: tv cet, as cs even Wilh mine 


The 
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The Tears of hovering Angels !——Mine again! 
And is it thus the cruel Fates have join'd us ? 

Are theſe the horrid Nuptials they prepare 

For Love like ours? Is Virtue thus rewarded ! 

Let not my impious Rage accuſe juſt Heaven! 

Thou, Tancred! Thou! haft murder'd $ig;/munaa ! 
That furious Man was but the Tool of Fate, 

I, I the Cauſe! But I will do thee Juftice 

On this deaf Heart! that to thy tender Wiſdom 
Refus'd an Ear—Ycs, Death ſhall ſoon unite us! 

Sig. Live, live, my Tancred! Let my Death 
To expiate all that may have been amiſs.  F[Cuffice 
May it appeaſe the Fates, avert their Fury 
From thy propiticus Reign! Meantime, of me 
And of thy Glory mindful, live, I charge thee, 

To guard our Friends, and make thy People happy— 
[Obferving Siffredi At in Ajlloniſhment and Grief. 
My Father !—Oh! how thall T lift my Eyes 
To thee, my ſinking Father! 
&ff. Awtul Haven! 
I am chaftis'd !——My deareſt Child! 

Sig. Where am 1 ? 

A fearful Darkneſs cloſes all around 


My Friends! We nerds muſt part I muſt obey 
Th' imperious Call Farewel, my Laura, cheriſh 
My poor atflicted Father's Age Rado ho, 


Now is the Time to watch th' unhappy King, 
With all the Care and 'Fenderneſs of Friendſhip 
Oh my Cear Father! bow'd beneath the Weight 
Of Age and Grieft—the Vicim even of Vutue! 
eceive my laſt Adicu !—Where art thou, Tancred? 
Give me thy Hand —But ah !—it cannot ſave me 
From the dire King of Terrors, whoſe cold Power 
Creeps o'er my Heart—Oh ! 
Tanc. How thele Pangs diſtract me! 
O lift thy gracious Eyes Thou leav'ft rac then! 
Thou leav'tt me, Sigiſmunda 
Sig. Yet a Moment 
I had, my Tancred, ſomething more to ſay— 
Yes— but thy Love and Tenderneſs for me 
Sure makes it needleſs — Harbour no Refentment— 
Againft my Father ; venerate his Zeal, 


That 


lat 


There with his Soul to tots in Flames for cver ! 
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That acted from a Principle of Goodneſs 
From faithful Love to thee—Live, and maintain 
My Innocence imbalm'd, with holieſt Care 
Preſerve my ſpotleſs Memory !---I die — 
Eternal Mercy take my trembling Soul ! 
Oh! 'tis the only Sting of Death! to part 
From thoſe we love---trom thee—farewel, my Tancred ! 
[ Dies. 
Tanc. Thus then! 
[Flring ts his Saw:rd is held by Rodolpho. 
Rod. Hold! hold! my Lord! Have you forgot 
Your S7g1/rronda's laſt Requelt already! 
Tanc. Oil! Set metree! I hink not to bind me down, 


- With barbarous Fricnditip, to the Rack of Life! 


VW hat Hand can mut the Thouſand 'Thouſand Gates, 
Winch Death ſtill opens to the Wocs of Mortals ? 

J ſhall find Nears No Power in Earth or Heaven 
Can force me to endure the hateful Light, 


nus robb'd of all that lent it Joy and Sweetneſs ! 


Of! Traitors off! or my diſtracted Soul 

Will burit indigtant irom this Jail of Nature! 

Jo where ſhe beckons yonder No, mild Scraph ! 

Point not to Life—lI cannot linger here, 

Cut off from thee, the miſcrable Pity, 

The Scorn of Human-kind -A trampied King! 

Who let his mean poor-hearted Love, one Moment, 

To coward Prudenet ſtoop; who made it not 

he ficit undoub ing Action of his Reign, 

To ſnatch thee to his Throne, and there to ſhield 
thee, 

Thy helpleſs Boſom from a Ruflian's Fury !— 

O Shame! O Agony ! O the tell Stings 

Ot late, cf vain Repentance !- Ha! my Brain 

Is ail on Fire! a wild Abyt> of 'Thunght! —— 

Th' infernal World difſcictes! Sce! behold him! 

Lo! with fierce Smiles he thakes the bloody Steel, 

And mocks my fecole J cars ! Hence ! quickly 
hence |! 

Spurn his vile Carcaſs! Give it to the Dogs! 

Expoſe it tothe Wins and fcreaming Ravens! 

Or hurl it down that fiery Steep to Hell, 


Ah, 
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Ah, Impotence of Rage !--- What am I?---Where ? 

Sad, filent, all? The Forms of dumb Deſpair, 

Around ſome mournful Tomb! What do I fee ? 

'This ſoft Abode of Innocence and Love 

Turn'd to the Houſe of Death! a Place of Horror! 

Ah! that poor Corſe ! pale! pale! deform'd with 

Murder ! 

Is that my Sigi/munda / 

[Throwing himſelf denon by her. 
Si F. [After a pathetic Pauje, looking on the Scene 

before him.] Have 1 liv'd 

To theſe enfeebled Years, by Heaven reſerv'd, 

To be the dreadful Monument of Juftice ? 

Rodelpho, raiſe the King, and bear him hence 

From this diſtracted Scene of Blood and Death, 

Alas! I dare not give him my Afiftance ; 

My Care would only more enflame his Rage. 


Behold the fatal Work of my dark Hand, 
That by rude Force the Paiiions would command, 
That ruthleſs ſoughe to root them from the Brea ſt; 
They may be rul'd, buc will not be opprett. 
Tauglii hence, ye Pare:its, who from Nature ftray, 
And the great Ties of focial Life betray ; 
Ne'er with your Chil.uca act a 'Tyrant's Part: 
"Tis yours to guide, not violate the Heart. 
Ye vainly wiſe, who o'er Mankin preſide, 
Behold my righteons Woes, and drop your Pride! 
Keep Virtue's ſimple Path before your Eyes, 
Nor think from Evil Good can ever riſe, 


